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In prraentlng to the rcr 
gifted individual, wc w 
possible, to i-efrain fron 
coloared panegyrics up< 
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to ODserve, that, in our 
ranked amongst the first 
and as to his piety as a C 
that no one will have it 
in question. 
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5burch, and became cbaplam \"35i 
king, married Miss Ann Donn^ 
Roger Donne, Esq., of Ludham 
who is said to have been of the fai 
brated Dr. Donne,) by whom he h? 
poet) and John, who survived tht 
others, who died in their childhood, 
into orders, and had a cheering ] 
vancement in the church, but his d< 
in March, 1770, and thus put an e 
Bterial labours, and all his hopes 
A just and durable tribute was paic 
of John by his brother William i: 
book ii; but the prose efforts of 
pourtrayed in characters which can 
preted, the worth of his beloved bi 
William Cowper, the poet, was b 
of November, 1731, (old style,) at ] 
in Hertfordshire, of which place his 
Di\ John Cowper, was then recto 
poet was in his sixth year, his i 
childbed. The loss of his mother 
many to have had a serious effect 
and produced that fatal aberratiot 
was subeequently so painfully afflic 
fervoar of his affection for her men 
some years afterwards in the poem 
''On the receipt of my Mother's 
Norfolk, " wherein he aUudea to\s 
^tb ^eart-searchlDg pleaauTe. 1 
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wziiUAV oowns. Ti 

nt to a mIiooI of gnntoelebriiy in tlw oonn 
at to the diwsiplme of whioh, on aoooant o 

naturally delicate constitution, he was ill adap 
1. The severe treatment which he met with a 
iiis school was supposed by many to be the caus 
in a great measure of that painful malady witl 
which he was afterwards afflicted. His own ac 
count of what he suffered at this scliool arc in thes 
words : " I was singled out from all the other boy 
by a lad about fifteen years of age, as a proper ob 

i'ect upon whom he might let loose the cruelty c 
lis temper, who, by his savage treatment toward 
me, impressed such a dread of his figure upon m; 
mind, that I well remember being afraid to lift m; 
eyes upon him higher than his knees, and that 
knew him better by his shoe-buckles than by an; 
other part of his dress." When he removed froii 
this school, on account of his being visited with 
painful complaint in his eyes, he was placed unde 
the care of an eminent oculist in London ; and re 
ceiving great benefit from his treatment, Cowpe 
was, in the ninth year of his age, placed at Wesi 
nunster school. He left this school in 1 749, and wa 
then articled to an attorney, and, after attendinj 
to his duties in the attorney's office for three years 
he was, at the age of twenty-one, admitted a mem 
ber of the Middle Temple ; and about two year 
afterwards, he was called to the bar. In 1757, h 
removed firom the Middle to the Inner Temple 
and succeeded in obtaining the office of Commis 
sioner of Bankrupts. Our author was in a grea 
measure ill adapted for the profession of the lavi 
not only on account of his disinclination for th 
profession, but also for that mental inteciV^^ ^Vvi 
Juki it was feared, laid a sure {ounOLaAXoxkiox ^ 



which consisted only of a few ^6« 
produced at intervals, together wj 
sional jeva d^ esprit for a periodical, r 
lations of Horace for his friend ^C 
were given to the world as the fruit 

In his friendly associations, Cowj 
have made a judicious choice ; Co 
niomton, and Lloyd, being amongf 
friends, but in his affections for a 1 
for sometime given encouragement t 
he was disappointed, objections beir 
lady's parent s to Cowper's lack of f 

In the year 1756, our author lost 1 
this bereavement does not appear tc 
very serious depressing effect upon 
1762, the offices of reading clerk ar 
private committees in the House c 
offered to him ; and as the emolun 
offices were, in a pecuniary point, rs 
able, he consented to accept them 
that diffidence which had many timi 
conspicuous in him, prevailed, and i 
ted that he would have to appear 
shrunk firom the ordeal, and decline 
offices. Afterwards he was offered 
able situation of derk of the jouma 
office : but to obtain the possession 
tioD, on account of there being «k d\« 
right of nomination, Ck>wpeT "woxA* 
nppeur at the bar of the H-oxiBe ol 1 
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xtur, preponderated between hope and tear tor 
tune nntil, eventually he beoame possessed of 



"TtM sonls calm sanshine, and the hcart-fclt J07.*' 

After the expiration of eighteen months, during 
which time he had been placed in an asylum at 
St. Alban's, he removed, with the advice of his 
brother, to Huntingdon, where he was fortunate 
in obtaining the acquaintance and the friendship 
of the Kev. Morley Unwin ; and the subsequent 
intercourse and friendly feeling which subsisted 
between our author and this family appears to have 
been the happiest period of his life. 

After a short time of friendly and social mcet- 
huOf Cowper felt a desire to take up his abode with 
thiB fiimily, and he exprefta^d Vi\&'«\^'CA*vft^^^:x«'w>^ 
Mrs. Unwin, wVio, V\V\vo\3l\. ^^^i^^^^'^'J^^''*!^^ 
cordially assented to ^\^a.t\iG (^esvx^e^. J^^lilxt^^^"* 
death, however, oi ^x. \5Yi^Vvci,-K^^^^ ^'^^ 
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June or July, 1767, proceeding from a &I1 from 
his horse, was the cause of our poet's removal in 
October of the same year, with Mrs. Unwin and 
family, to Oloey. At this place he became the 
intimate friend and associate of the Rev. John 
Newton, curate cf the parish, whose kind and uni- 
form good counsels to the unhappy poet where of 
such a nature as to bind their friendship so close 
that deiith alone could dissolve it. It was at this 
place that he composed, jointly with Mr. Newton, 
those hymns so well known under the title of " The 
Olney Collection." At Olney, too, the unwearied 
and kind attentions of Mrs. Unwin to our unhappy 
poet, tended more and more to endear her to him : 
the Mary of the poet was not solely the Mary of 
the poem, but the Mary who was endeared to the 
writer's heart — the Mary for whom his strongest 
and fondest affections of which the heai't is suscep- 
tible, were entertained. 

The death of the poet's brother, which, as we 
have before stated took place in 1770, appears to 
have at this time again had a serious effect upon 
the mind of our author. He was suddenly called 
to Cambridge to witness the last moments of his 
brother John, and for some time he gave himself 
up a prey to melancholy and grief; but, through 
the kind and unwearied attentions of his friends, 
he again rallied, and became more composed. The 
family with whom he resided was now reduced to 
two, Mrs. Unwin and himself; the other branches 
of the family, consisting of a son and daughter 
having left her, the former by having obtained a 
preferment in the church, and the latter by having 
£^jveD herself in marriage. It is not improbiible 
£lia£ Cowper did at this time propoae lo'm.'r&. \3ik> 
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bad before Tisited our author, occun 
time, that union did not take place. 

For some years UiIh painful hallucin 
came the noble facultios of Cowpcr in 
a manner as to preclude every idea of 
fort in this world ; although the illu 
mind was of a quite diircTenl nature to 
had possessed him in his first ati.iek ; 
nation at that time resting' upon the ii 
was a pre-ordained sulijeot for evcrlasi 
ment, and at this time feeling the assi 
he had been, from all eternity, destine 
among the t-aints of the ^lost Ifit^^h. 
sious of predestination a])pear to have 
in each case, as with an iron spell. In 
of the year 1771, he was prevailed i 
aside those melancholy conten)})lations 
producing such a wiilic-ing olFcct npt 
iiiiiAr and thfi mif.f»r man. The attenti 
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of a British poet : Mrs. Unwin, perceiying thafe 
mental exercise, particularly the exercise requisite 
for the formation of a poetic wreath, was the best 
alleviator of our poet's natural depression of spi- 
rits, urged him to essay higher and more compre* 
hensive flights in such compositions than he had 
heretofore aimed at ; and the fruit of such advice 
was "Table Talk," "The Progress of Error," 
"Truth," "Expostulation," "Hope," "Charity," 
'* Conversation, " and "Retirement ;" which, with 
some minor pieces, formed Cowper's first volumei 
Our author particularly requested his friend Mr. 
Newton to write a preface for this his first volume^ 
which request that gentleman kindly complied with, 
and a preface dated Febuary, 1782, from the pea 
of Mr. N. appeared with the volume. 

The year preceding that of the publication of 
his first volume was eventful to him from the cir- 
cumstance of that cordial friendship which he en- 
joyed in his acquaintance, brief as it was, with Lady 
Austen, widow of Sir Kobert Austen, who, at thii 
period, came to reside with her sister, Mrs. Jones, 
at Clifton, near Olney. The cheerful and agreeable 
conversation of this lady were greatly instrumental 
in abating the poet's gloom. A story which she 
learnt in her childhood, and related to Cowpor, 
was the foundation of that humorous ballad, " The 
History of John Gilpin ;" at her instigation too, 
the principal poem of our author was written, viz. 
" The Task ;" the Advertisement anneied i>o it 
explains how far she was the means of its produo* 
tion. After he had completed " The Task, ' at the 
earnest solicitation of his two friends, Mrs. Unwin 
And Xiady Austen^ Cowper commenced the trans- 
Jailon of Homer, Th e friendship and acq]aauiVAiQM 



i»|^ jdeatfa of Mr. Unwin, rector of Stock. 
dl " Oimkthor's Homer was published in July 1 79 1 ; 

}ai\ Imt ^Ai'tbis period he was frequently occupied 

ei^ ~ in reyisinglt for subflcqucnt impressions, until a 

bb few monwif before his death, little else of a liter- 

tal UT character attracting his attention. 
tht In the year 1794, the disease to which Cowper 

«r, was subject, fastened upon him with a feverish and 

1m- hdtrt-destroying grasp ; the bodily infirmity also 

oo^ J of Mrs. Unwin pressed with accumulating weight 

rift" on her. She had someyears previously had an attack 

» it of paralysis, which had greatly broken in upon her 

ii!»| cxnutitution, and from which she had never per- 

UmI fectly recovered. These two suffering mortals were 
now under the kind care of Gowper's kinsman, the 
'Rev, Mr. Johnson, whose residence was \n.KQn:t^V«^ 

2«k io which place the afiSioted'cow^Xe ^csc^ t«(&ss<%^ 
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Here Mrs. Unwin breathed her last on the 17th 
of December, 1796 ; and her death, although at 
some previous period it would most probably have 
overwhelmed Co wper in despair, was now witnessed 
by him with apparent insensibility ; he gazed on 
her corpse, he passed from the mournful scene in 
silence, and was never from this time heard to utter 
her name. 

About this time, Cowper received a pension of 
£300 per annum ; but of this well merited rewr.rd 
he appears to have taken but little or no notice. 
A few years passed on, during which our author 
at occasional intervals produced afew minor poems, 
and revised some passages in his Homer ; at length, 
however, it was apparent to his friends, that the 
earthly career of the poet was shortly to terminate, 
and on the 25th of April, 1800, Cowper breathed 
his last. His remains were deposited in St. Ed* 
mund's Chapel, East Dereham Church, where a 
monument with an inscription by Hay ley, is erec- 
ted to his memory. 

Of Cowper as a poet, various opinions have been 
expressed by different writers. Some, yet those 
are few, labouring with unwearied zeal to show 
that his name, amongst the most renowned of our 
British bards, deserves only a secondary place ; 
whilst others maintain, with equal zeal, that he 
deserves to be placed among the most iUustrious 
of our English poets. We hesitate not to say, that 
our opinion fully coincides with the latter ; the in- 
termixture of simplicity and elegance which are to 
be found in his productions, entitle him to be pla- 
ced side by side with Milton, Pope, Dryden, Gold- 
amitb, &o. Those who are competent to judge, 
have ever been ready to extol th© \)e&'V]L\K«& ^Vv^k. 
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the poems of Cowper, and rank him among 
V3iie {orcmost on tho mount of Parnassus. 

'We hope to be excused in closing this brief 
■ketch, if we add the opinion of a writer on the 
poetical genius of Cowper, the language which it 
breathes is quite in accordance with our own opi- 
nion. ** The rise of this great moral poet marks a 
distinct and most resplendent era in the annals 
of oar country's literature. Ho ranks among tho 
foremost of those intellectual Anakim who have 
achieved tlic miglitiest victories of British song. 
Hie man of his own deeds, the sole and unassisted 
arohitect of his own immort:Uity, he has built for 
himself a fabric which, though peculiar in design 
and utterly unlike the monumental structures of 
his brethren, is yet of perfect and consistent sym- 
metry. He belonged to no school ; he copiea no 
one's manner. His style of thought and of expres- 
sion, his choice and treatment of subject, his me- 
taphors and illustrations, even the cadences and 
pauses of his verse, are all emphatically self-origi- 
nated and his own. He was the first who dared 
to lay aside that artificial phraseology and compli- 
cated rhythmus, which the long-admitted supre- 
macy and frequent imitation of Popehad sanctioned 
as the exclusive form of narrative or didactic poe- 
try. The ccesural balance of antitheses had, in 
itself no singular and overmastering charm for 
him : the prerogative authority of names and ar- 
bitrary customs he boldly set at defiance, and 
feared not to assert the native individual liberty 
of creation. He avoided, also, equally with that 
of his precursors, the error into which too many 
of his successors have inadvertently fallen. In 
none of Cowper's writings, no\i e^eiv m ^€\t ^asi** 



. -, .. ..Mwu, uiauaining^ the c 
lectaal law, attempts to give i: 
cles in a language of its own, 
natural interpreter. In all hi; 
remember a single obscure, co 
cable passage ; nor one of inde 
ble significance. In the works 
own contem|forarie8, such pass 
in almost every pan^e ; but in C( 
Everywhere his meaning is pers 
timents are high and generous, 
characters, the total contexture 
impregnated with the nobility a 
denr of his mind, and imbued wit 
gracious spirit of Christian virtu( 
pure breath and blood of his ideal 
tories were not the stained and ] 
ments of rebellious power ; not i 
umphs of perverted genius, nor 
of all hearts to the dominion of v 
and magical illusion : he raised n 
no golden imajres. Hi« wat-^^ »''■ 
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TABLE TALK. 



81 1« ft>rt« iDMi gnrU uret turtlnk ehurtot, 
Aljloito. Hor. Lib. i. EpUL 13. 



A. You told me, I remember, glorr, bailt 
On selfish principles, is shame and g^uilt } 
The deeds, that men admire as half-divine, 
Stark naught, because corrupt in their design. 
Strange doctrine this I that without scruple tears 
Ttie laurel that the very lightning spares ; 
Brings down the warrior's trophy to the dost. 
And eats into his bloody sword hke rust. 

B. I grant that, men continuing what they arc. 
Fierce, avaridous, proud, there must be «">-- 
And never meant the rule shon*'* ' 
TO him J that flghte «-«*' 
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Unworthy of the blessings of the brave. 
Is base ia kind, and bom to be a slave. 

But let eternal infamv pursue 
The wretch, to nought but his ambition true j 
Who, for the sake of filling with one blast 
The post-horns of all Europe, lays her waste. 
Think yourself stationed on a towerUig rock. 
To see a people scatter*d like a flock. 
Some royal mastiff panting at their heels. 
With all the savage thirst a tiger feels ; 
Then view him self-procIaimM in a gazette. 
Chief monster that has plagu*d the nations yet. 
The globe and sceptre in such hands misplac'd. 
Those ensigns of dominion, how disgrac'd ! 
The glass, that bids man mark the fleeting hour. 
And Death's own scythe would better speak his power j 
Then grace the bony phantom in their stead. 
With the king's shoulder-knot and gay cockside ; 
Clothe the twin brethren in each other's dress. 
The same their occupation and success. 

A. 'Tis your belief the world was made for man ; ■ 
Kings do but reason on the self-same plan : 
Maintaining yours, you cannot theirs condemn, 
Who think, or seem to think, man made for them. 

B. Seldom, alas ! the power of logic reigns 
With much sufficiency in royal brains : 
Such reas'ning falls like an inverted cone. 
Wanting its proper base to stand upon. 

Man made for kings ! those optics are but dim 
That tell you so— say, rather, they for him. 
That were indeed a king-ennobling thought, 
Could they, or would they, reason as they ought. 
The diadem, with mighty projects lined. 
To catch renown by ruining mankind. 
Is worth, with all its gold and glitt'ring store. 
Just what the toy will sell for, and no more. 

Oh ! bright occasions of dispensing good. 
How seldom us'd, how little understood ! 
To pour in Virtue's lap her just reward : 
Keep Vice restrain'd behind a double guard > 
To quell the faction thatafifronts the throne. 
By silent magnanimity alone ; 
To nurse with tender care the thriving arts. 
Watch every beam Pbilosophj imparts j 

^o sjve reliB^on her unbridled scope, 

-^oijudgre b^ atahise a believerc hope i 



. ^'/ond wnat ridarj bestows ;— 
i*d cbontiy, where these kingly glories shin 
Blets'd England, if this happiness be thine ! 

A. Guard what yoa say j the patriotic tribe 
Will sneer and charge you with a bribe— B. A bi 
The worth of his three kingdoms I defy) 
To lore me to the baseness of a lie : 
And, of all lies (be that one poet's boast)» 
The lie that flatters I abhor the most. 
Those arts be theirs, who hate his gentle reign j 
But he that loves him has no need to feign. 

A. Your smooth eulogium to one crown address' 
Seems to imply a censure to the restt 

B. Quevedo, as he tells his sober tale, 
Ask'd when in hell, to see his royal jail ; 
Approv'd their method in all other things ; 

But where, good sir, do you confine your kings ? 
There— said his giiide— the group is full in view. 
Indeed !— replied the don — ^there are but few^ 
His black interpreter the charge disdain'd— 
Few, fellow '.—there are all that ever reigu'd. 
Wit, undistinguishing. is apt to strike 
The guilty and not guilty both alikCk 
I grant the sarcasm is too sev(**^ 
And we can readilv »^' 
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Then leave their crimes for history to scan, 
And ask, with busy scorn, was this the roanP 

I pity kingrs, whom Worship waits npon 
Obsequious from the cradle to the throne ; 
Before whose infant eyes the flatt'rer bows. 
And binds a wreath about their baby brows } 
Whom Education stiCens into state. 
And Death awakens f^m that dream too late. 
Oh ! if Servility, with supple knees. 
Whose trade it is to smile, to crouch, to please ; 
If smooth Dissimulation, skill'd to g^race 
A devH's purpose with an ang^el's face ; 
If smiUnc peeresses, and simp'ring: peers. 
Encompassing his throne a few short years } 
If the gilt carriage and the pamper' d steed. 
That wants no driviug, and disdains the lead ; 
It guards, mechanically form'd in ranks. 
Playing, at beat of drum, their martial pranks, 
Should'ring and standing, as if struck to stone. 
While condescending majesty looks on I 
If monarchy consist in such base things. 
Sighing, I say again, I pity kings! 

To be suspected, thwarted, and withstood, 
Ev*n when he labours for his country's good ; 
To see a band, caird patriot for no cause. 
But that they catch at popular applause. 
Careless of all th* anxiety he feels. 
Hook disappointment on the public wheels ; 
With all their flippant fluency of tongue. 
Most confident, when palpably most wrong ; 
If this be kingly, then farewell for me 
All kingship ; and may I be poor and free 1 
To be the Table Talk of clubs up-stairs. 
To which th' unwash'd artificer repairs, 
T* indulge his genius after long fatigue. 
By diving into cabinet intrigue ; 
(For what Icings deem a toil, as well they may. 
To him is relaxation and mere play :) 
To win no praise when well wrought plans prevail. 
But to be rudely censur'd when they fall ; 
To doubt the love his fav'rites may pretend, 
And in reality to find no friend ; 
If he indulge a cultivated taste, 
His galleiies with the works of art well grac*d. 
To bear It call'd extravagance and waste •, 
jff'^^w aUendants, and If such as these, 
•^ast follow royalty, then welcome ease j 
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However buinhle and confln'd the sphere, 
B$ppy the state, that has not these to fear. 

A. Thus men, whose thoughts contemplative have dwelt 
On situations that they never felt, 

Start up sagacious, cover*d with the dust 
Of dreaming study and pedantic rust. 
And prate and preach about what others prove. 
As if the world and they were hand and glove. 
Leave kingly backs to cope with kingly cares ; 
They have their weight to carry, subjects theirs. 
Poets, of all men, ever least regret 
Increasing taxes and the nation's debt. 
Could you contrive the payment, and rchcarfe 
The mighty plan, oracular, in verse, 
No bard, howe'er majestic, old or new. 
Should claim my flx*d attention more than you. 

B. Not Brindley nor Bridgewater would es^ay 
To turn the course of Helicon that way ; 

Nor would the Nine consent the sacred tide 
Should purl amidst the trafiBc of Cheapside, 
Or tinkle in 'Change Alley, to amuse 
The leathern ears of stockjobbers and Jews. 

A. Vouchsafe, at least to pitch the key of rhyme 
To themes more pertinent, if less sublime. 

^'hen ministers and ministerial arts ; 

Patriots, who love good places at their hearts ; 

When admirals, extoU'd for standing still. 

Or doing nothing, with a deal of skill ; 

Gen'rals, who will not conauer when they may. 

Firm friends to peace, to pleasure, and good pay 

'When Freedom, wounded almost to despair. 

Though Discontent alone can find out where ; 

When themes like these employ the poet's tongue, 

I hear as mute as if a syren sung. 

Or tell me, if you can, what power maintains 

A Briton's scorn of arbitrary chains : 

That were a theme might animate the dead. 

And move the lips of poets cast in lead. 

B. The cause, tho' worth the search, may yet elude 
Conjecture and remark, however shrewd. 

They take perhaps a well-directed aim, 
Who seek it in his climate and his irame. 
Lib'ral in all things else, yet Nature here 
With stem acventj deals out the year. 
Winter invadeH the springy aiid often POQTB 
A cbUUng ttooa on sninxner'a droopine flovfCtft; 
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Unwelcome vapoors quench autamnal beams, 

Ungeuial blasts attending curl the streams : 

The peasants nrge their harvest, ply the fork 

With double toil, and shiver at their work j 

Thus with a rigour, for his good design'd. 

She rears her favorite man of all mankind. 

His form robust and of elastic tone, 

Proportion'd well, half muscle and half bone, 

Supplies with warm activity and force 

A mind well lodg'd, and masculine of course^ 

Hence, Liberty, sweet Liberty inspires 

And keeps alive his fierce but noble fires. 

Patient of constitutional control. 

He bears it with meek manliness of soul c 

But if Authority grow wanton, woe 

To him that treads upon his free<-bom toe ) 

One step beyond the boundary of the laws 

Fires him at once in Freedom's glorious cause. 

Thus proud Prerogative, not much revered. 

Is seldom felt, though sometimes seen and heard ; 

And in his cage, like parrot fine and gay. 

Is kept to strut, look big, and talk away. 

Born in a climate softer far than ours. 
Not form'd hke us, with such Herculean powers. 
The Frenchman, easy, debonair, and brisk 
Give him his lass, his fiddle, and his frisk. 
Is always happy, reign whoever may, 
^nd laughs the sense of mis'ryfar away. 
He drinks his simple bev'rage with a gust ^ 
And, feasting on an onion and a crust, 
We never feel the alacrity and joy, 
With which he shouts and carols Vive le Eoi, 
Fill*d with as much true merriment and glee. 
As if he heard his king say— Slave, be firee. 

Thus happiness depends, as Nature shows. 
Less on exterior things than most suppose. 
Vigilant over all that ho has made. 
Kind Providence attends with gracious aid ; 
Bids equity throughout his works prevail. 
And weighs the nations in an even scale. 
He can encourage Slav'ry to a smile, 
And fill with discontent a British isle. 

A. Freeman and Slave then, if the case be such. 
Stand on a Jevel; and you prove too much : 
If all men Indiscriminately share 
■^■^ fost'jiag' pow*r and tutelai^ care, 
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A» well be yok*d by Despotism's hand. 

As dwell at large in Britain's chartered land. 

B. No. Freedom has a thousand charms to show 
That slaves, howe'er contented, never know. 
The mind attains, beneath her happy reign. 
The growth that Nature meant she should attain ; 
The varied fields of science, ever new, 
Op'ning and wider op'ning on her view. 
She ventures onward with a prosperous force, 
While no base fear impedes her in her course. 
Religion, richest favour of the skies. 
Stands most reveal'd before the freeman's e>-es ; 
No shades of superstition blot the day. 
Liberty chases all that gloom away ; 
The soul emancipated, unoppress'd. 
Free to prove all thingrs, and hold fast the best. 
Learns much : and to a thousand list'uing minds 
Communicates with joy tiie good she finds ; 
Courage in arms, and ever prompt to show 
His manly forehead to the fiercest foe ; 
Glorious in war, but for the sake of peace. 
His spirit rising as his toils increase. 
Guards well what arts and industry have won. 
And Freedom claims him for her first-born son. 
Slaves fight for what were better cast away— 
The chain that binds them, and a tyrant's sway } 
But they, that fight for fireedom, undertake 
The noblest cause mankind can have at stake : 
Religion, virtue, truth, whate'er we call 
A blessing — freedom is the pledge of all. 
O Liberty ! the pris'ner's pleasing dream. 
The poet's muse, his passion, and his theme ; 
Genius is thine, and thou art Fancy's nurse j 
Lost without thee th* ennobling pow'rs of verse. 
Heroic song flrom thy firee touch acquires 
Its clearest tone, the rapture it inspires : 
Place me where Winter breathes his keenest air. 
And I will sing, if Liberty be there } 
And I will sing at Liberty's dear feet. 
In Aflric's torrid (dime, or India's fiercest heat. 

A. Sing where you please ; in such a cause 1 grant 
An English poet's privilege to rant ; 
But is not Fireedom— at least is not ours 
Too apt to play the wanton with her po^en. 
Grow tlreakiBb, and, o'erleaping ev'ry mouud 
ifjuvad anarchy and terror all aroaud> 
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B. Agreed. Bat would you sell or slay your horse 
For bounding^ or curretting: in his course ? 
Or if, when ridden with a careless rein« 
He break away and seek the distant plain ? 
No. His high mettle, under good control. 
Gives him Olympic speed, and shoots him to the g;oal. 

Let Discipline employ her wholesome arts. 
Let magistrates alert perform their parts j 
Not skulk or put on a prudential mask. 
As if their duty were a desperate task ; 
Let active Laws apply the needful curb. 
To guard the Peace that Riot would disturb : 
And Liberty, preserv*d from wild excess, 
Shall raise no feuds for armies to suppress. 
When tumult lately burst his prison door. 
And set plebeian thousands in a roar; 
When he usurp'd Authority's Just place. 
And dar'd to look his master in the face ; 
When the rude rabble's watchword was— Destroy, 
And blazing London seem'd a second Troy ; 
Liberty blush'd, and hung her drooping head. 
Beheld her progress with the deepest dread ; 
Blush'd, that effects like these she should produce. 
Worse than the deeds of galley-slaves broke loose. 
She loses in such storms her very name. 
And fierce licentiousness should bear the blame. 

Incomparable gem ! thy worth untold ; 
Cheap, though blood-bought, and thrown away when sold; 
May no foes ravish thee, and no false friend 
Betray thee, while professing to defend ! 
Prize it, ye ministers ; ye monarchs, spare ; 
Ye patriots, guard it with a miser's care. 

A. Patriots, alas 1 the tew that have been found. 
Where most they flourish, upon English ground. 
The country's need, have scantily supplied. 

And the last left the scene when Chatham died. 

B. Not so — the virtue still adorns our age. 
Though the chief actor died upon the stage. 
Tn him Demosthenes was heard agaufi ; 
Liberty taught him her Athenian strain ; 
She clothed him with authority and awe. 
Spoke from his lips, and in his looks gave law. 
His speech, his form, his actions, full of grace, 

A/jd aU his coantry beaming in his face, 
-«9 stood, as some inimitable hand 
i^oaJd strive to make a Paul or TuUy ttoiiOL. 
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Ho sycopbant or slare, that dsr*d ofypoM 
Her sacred cause, bat trembled when he rose. 
And ev*ry venal stickler for the yoke 
Felt himself cnish*d at the first word he spoke. 

Such men are rais'd to station and command* 
When Providence means mercy to a land. 
He speaks, and they appear ) to him they owe 
Skill to direct, and strength to strike the blow j 
To managre with address, to seize with power 
The crisis of a dark decisive hour : 
So Gideon eam'd a victory not his own i 
Subserviency his praise, and that alone. 

Poor England ! thou art a devoted deer. 
Beset with ev'xy ill but that of fear. 
Thee nations hunt} all marie ttiee for a preyj 
They swarm around thee, and thou Ataud*st at bay. 
Undaunted still, though wearied and perplex*d : 
Once Chatham sav'd thee, but who saves thee nesct ? 
Alas t the tide of pleasure sweeps along 
All, that should be the boast of British song. 
"Hs not the wreath, that once adom'd thy brow. 
The prize of happier times, will serve thee now. 
Our ancestry, a gallant. Christian race. 
Patterns of ev'iy virtue, ev*ry grace, 
Conf<!Ss'd a God j tiiey kneel'd before they fought. 
And prais'd him in the victories he wrought. 
Now firom the dust of ancient days bring f6rtb 
Their sober zeal, integrity, and worth ; 
Conrage, nngrac'd by these, affronts the skies, 
Ts but the fire without the sacrifice. 
The stream, that feeds the well-spring of the heart. 
Not more invigorates lifers noblest part, 
Hian Virtue quickens, with a warmth divfne. 
The powers that sin has brought to a decline. 

A. Th' inestimable estimate of Brown 
Rose like a paper kite, and charm'd the town ; 
But measures, plann'd and executed well. 
Shifted the wind that rais'd it, and it fell. 

He trod the very self-same ground you tread. 
And victory refuted all he said, 

B. And yet his judgment was not framed amiss ; 
Its error, if it err*d, was merely this— 

He thought the dyhag hour already come. 
And a complete recorery simck him dumb. 
Bat tb»t eOtminacy, toiij, laat, 
Xnerrate mad eafyeble, and nctds must | 
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And that a nation shamefolly debas'd. 

Will be despised and trampled on at last, 

Unless sweet Penitence her powers renew; 

Is truth, if history itself be trne. 

llierc is a time, and Justice marks the date. 

For long-forbeaoring Clemency to wait ; 

That hour elapsM, th' incurable revolt 

Is punish'd, and down comes the thunder-bolt. 

If mercy then put by the threat'ning blow. 

Must she perform the same kind office now t 

May she ! and, if offended Heaven be still 

Accessible, and prayer prevail, she will. . 

"Hs not, however, insolence and noise. 

The tempest of tumultuary joys. 

Nor Is it yet despondence and dismay 

Will win her visits, or engrage her stay i 

Prayer only, and the penitential tear. 

Can call her smiling down,' and fix her here. 

But when a country (one that I could name) 
In prostitution sinks the sense of shame } 
When infamous Venality, grown bold. 
Writes on his bosom, To be let or eold ; 
When Peijury, that Heaven-defying vice. 
Sells oaths by tale, and at the lowest price. 
Stamps God*s own name upon a lie just made, 
To turn a penny in the way of trade ; 
When Av*rice starves (and never hides his face) 
Two or three millions of the human race. 
And not a t<Migne inquires, how, where, or when. 
Though consignee will have twinges now and then , 
When profanation of the sacred cause 
In all its parts, times, ministry, and laws. 
Bespeaks a land, once Christian, fallen and lost. 
In all that wars against that title most ; 
What follows next, let cities of great name. 
And regions long since desolate, proclaim, 
Nineveh, Babylon, and ancient Rome, 
Speak to the present times, and times to come ; 
lliey cry aloud, in ev'ry careless ear. 
Stop while ye may; suspend your mad career; 
O learn firom our example and our fate. 
Learn wisdom and repentance, ere too late. 

Not only Yice disposes and prepares 
Tbe mind, that slumbers sweetly in her snares, 
To stoop to Tynmny's usurp'd command 
-^a bead ber poUah'd neck beneath hia YiwciA, 
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(A dire effect, by one of Natare's laws, 
Uuchangeably connected with its cause ;) 
But Providence himself will intervene. 
To throw his dark displeasure o'er the scene. 
All are his instruments ? each form of war. 
What bums at home, or threatens from afar, 
Nature in arms, her elements at strife. 
The storms that oversets the joys of life. 
Are but his rods to scourge a guilty land. 
And weiste it at the bidding of his hand. 
He gives the word, and Mutiny soon roars 
In fdl her gates, and shakes her distant shores } 
The standards of all nations are unfurl'd ; 
She has one foe, and that one foe the world. 
And, if he doom that people with a frown. 
And mark them with a seal of wrath press'd down. 
Obduracy takes place ; callous and tough. 
The reprobated race grows judgment>proof ; 
Earth shakes beneath them, and heaven roars above j 
But nothing scares them from the course they love. 
To the lascivious pipe and wanton song. 
That charm down fear, they frolic it along. 
With mad rapidity and unconcern, 
Down to the g^ulf from which is no return. 
They trust in navies, and their navies fail- 
God's curse can cast away ten thousand sail ! 
They trust in armies, and their courage dies j 
In wisdom, wealth, in fortune, and in lies 
But all they trust in withers, as it must. 
When He commands, in whom they place no trust. 
Yengeance at last pours down upon their coast, 
A long despis'd, but now victorious, host ; 
Tyranny sends the chain, that must abridge 
The noble sweep of a'l their privilege j 
Gives liberty the last, the mortal shock ; 
SUps the slave's collar on, and snaps the lock. 

A. Such lofty strains embellish what you teach ; 
Mean you to prophesy, or but to preach ? 

B. I know the mind, that feels indeed the flre 
The mose imparts, and can command the lyre. 
Acts with a force, and kindles with a. ta^L. 
Whate*er the theme, tYk&t Qit\\«c% xvoNcst \«^^ 
If human woes ber Bolft 8AA:«tA\oTi Y^xSaci, 

A tender sympathy vervaAea ^« ttwQft\ 

She pours a senaibUity dWViv% 

Along the nenre of cv'ry te»Ykft« «»»• 



So. when remoM rDluritr iB brovKbt 

Before the keen inqulrj oT ber tbouEbt, 

A tdTlble fagadtj Informa 

Hie poet's heart { he looks to distant (toriDi } 

Be bean the thunder ere the tempest loweiB i 

And snn'd nitb stren^b sorpssFinp bomui povt 

E^xea events as ytt unknown to man. 

And dsru hia saul Into the dBWnlns plsa. 

or prophet and of poet ma the uuue i 
Rence BriUsb poets too the piieithood i3uiei. 
And evei7 tasJlow'd druld waa a bud. 
But no prophetic flres to me beJong ^ 
I plaj wltti sjllahka, aad tport in sang. 
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IMm^m some bonny Cal^ouian air, 

Afl bins and braes, though he was never there j 

Or, having: whelp*d a proloerae with great pains. 

Feels hims^ siient, and Aimbles for his brains i 

A i«ologae interdash'd with many a stroke— 

An art contrived to advertise a Joke, 

So that the jest is clearly to be seen. 

Not in the words— bat in the gap between j 

Manner, is aU in all, whatever is writ. 

The sabstitate for genios, sense, and wit. 

To dally much with subjects mean and low. 
Proves that the mind is weak, or makes it bO. 
Neglected talents rost into decay. 
And ev'ry effort ends in push-pin play. 
The man that means success, should soar above 
A soldier's feather, or a lady's glove ; 
Else, summoning the muse to such a theme. 
The firuit of all her labour is whipp'd cream. 
As if an eagle flew aloft, and then 
Stoop'd firom its highest pitch to pounce a wren* 
As if the poet, purposing to wed. 
Should carve himself a wife in gingerbread. 

Ages elaps*d ere Homer's lamp appeared. 
And agres ere the Mantuan swan was heard ; 
To carry nat<ire lengths unknown before. 
To give a Milton birth, askM ages more. 
Thus Genius rose and sat at ordcr'd times. 
And shot a day-spring into distant dimes, 
EnnoUhig ev'ry region that he chose } 
He sunk in Greece, in Italy he rose ; 
And, tedious years of Gothic darkness poss'd 
Emerg'd, all splendour, in our isle at last. 
Thus lovely halcyons dive into the main, 
Then show tax off tbeu: Ehiniug plumes attain. 

A. Is genius only found in epic lays ? 
Prove tt^s, and forfeit all pretence to praise. 
Make their heroic powers your own at once, 
(^ candidly confess yourself a dunce. 

B. These were the chief : each interval of night 
Was grac'd with many an undulating light. 

In less illustrious bards his beauty shone 
A meteor, or a star j in these, the sun. 

The nightingale may claim the toputost bough, 
While th« poor graashopper must chirp beloNV. 
ZJte bim mmoUced I, and such as I, 
Sjmmimae wings, and rather skip thoft fly x 
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Perch'd on the meagre produce of the land. 
An ell or two of prospect we command ; 
But never peep beyond the thorny bound, 
Or oaken lence, that hems the paddock round 

In Eden, ere yet innocence of heart 
Had faded, poetry was not an art : 
Langaage, above all teaching, or, if taught. 
Only by gpratitude and glowing thought. 
Elegant as simplicity, and warm 
As ecstasy, unmancled by form ; 
Not prompted, as in our degen'rate days. 
By low ambition and the thirst of praise. 
Was natural as is the flowing stream. 
And yet magpiiificent — A God the theme ! 
That theme on earth exhausted, though above 
"lis found as everlasting as his love. 
Man lavished all his thoughts on human things— 
The feats of heroes, and the wrath of kings. 
But still, whUe Virtue kindled his deUght, 
The song was moral, and so far was right. 
'Twas thus, till Luxury scduc'd the mind 
To joys less innocent, as less refin*d ; 
Then Genius danc'd a baxichanal ; he crownM 
The brimming goblet, seizM the thyrsus, bound 
}Iis brows with ivy, rush'd into the field 
Of wild imagination, and their reel'd. 
The victim of his own lascivious fires, 
And, dizzy with delight, profan'd the sacred whrcs 
Anacreon, Horace, play'd in Greece and Rome 
This bedlam part ; and others nearer home. 
When Cromwell fought for power, and while he reign 
The proud protector of the power he gain'd. 
Religion harsh, intolerant, austere, 
Parent of manners like herself severe, 
Brew a rough copy of the Christian face, 
Without the smile, the sweetness, or the grace. 
The dark and sullen humour of the time 
Judg'd cv'ry effort of the muse a crime ; 
Verse, in the finest mould of fancy cast. 
Was lumber in an age so void of taste : 
But when the Second Charles assum'd the sway, 
And arts reviv'd beneath a softer day. 
Then, like a bow long forc*d into a curve. 
The mind, released from too constrain'd a ncr\'e 
l^VcHr to its Orst poaUon with a spring, 
^JAt made the vauitcd roof of Plcaauxe tVng. 
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His court, the dissolute and hateful school 
Of Wantonness, where vice was taught by rule, 
Swarm*d with a scribblinr herd, as deep inlaid 
With brutal lust as ever urce made. 
From these a long succession, in the n^e 
Of ranlc obscenity, debauch'd their age ; 
Nor ceas'd, till, ever anxious to redress 
The abuses of her sacred charge, the press. 
The Muse instructed a wellnurtur'd train 
Of abler votaries to cleanse the stain. 
And claim the palm for purity of song. 
That lewdness had usurp'd and worn so long. 
Then decent Pleasantry and sterling Sense. 
That neither gave nor would endure offence, 
Whipp'd out of sight, with satire just and keen. 
The puppy pack that had defll'd the scene. 

In firont of these came Addison. In him 
Humour in holiday and sightly trim, 
Sublimity and Attic taste combin*d. 
To polish, furnish, and delight the mind. 
Then Pope, as harmony itself exact. 
In verse well discipline, complete, compact. 
Gave virtue and morali^ a grace. 
That, quite eclipsing Pleasure's painted face. 
Levied a tax of wonder and applause, 
£*en on the fools that trampled on their laws. 
But he (his musical finesse was such. 
So nice hb ear, so delicate his touch) 
Made poetry a mere mechanic art ; 
And ev*ry warbler has his tune by heart. 
Nature imparting her satire g^, 
Her serious mirth, to Arbuthnot and Swift, 
With droll sobriety thej raas'd a smile 
At Folly's cost, themselves unmov'd the while. 
That constellation set, the world in vain 
Must hope to look upon their like agahi. 

A. Are we then left ?— B, Not wholly in the dark ; 
Wit now and then, struck smartly, shows a spark. 
Sufficient to redeem the modem race 
From total night and absolute disgrace. 
While servile trick and imitative knack 
Confine the million in Vbia \^&^ijs^ Sx^iSSk^ 
Perhaps some conxset, vjYio dteAwav* >2t«.^«*»^^ 
SDuflfe up the /wind, and ttov«a Xs&roaeM iitatc«ix« 

Contemporaries all sarpa»«?^««» o"o»\ 
Short his career indeed ^wA «)a\5 xvsav. 
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Churchill, himself unconscious of his powers, 

In penury consum'd his idle hours ; 

And, like a scatter'd seed at random sown. 

Was left to spring by vigour of his own. 

lifted at length, by dignity of thought 

And dint of genius, to an affluent lot. 

He laid his head in Lnxury's soft lap. 

And took, too often there his easy nap. 

If brighter beams than all he threw not forth, 

'Twas negligence in him, not want of worth ; 

Surly, emd slovenly, and bold, and coarse. 

Too prond for art, and trusting in mere force. 

Spendthrift alike of money and of wit, 

Always at speed, and never drawing bit. 

He struck the lyre in such a careless mood. 

And so disdain'd the rules he understood. 

The laurel seem'd to wait on his command. 

He snatch'd it rudely from the Muses* hand. 

Nature, exerting an unwearied power. 

Forms, opens, and gives scent to ev^ry flower ; 

Spreads the fresh verdure of the field, and leads * 

The dancing Naiads through the dewy meads : 

She fills profuse ten thousand little throats 

With music, modulating all their notes ; 

And charms the woodlimd scenes and wilds unknowi 

With artless airs and concerts of her own : 

. But seldom (as if fearful of expense) 
Vouchsafes to man a poet's just pretence— 
Fervency, fireedom, fluency of thought. 
Harmony, strength, words exquisitely sought ; 
Fancy, that, from the bough that spans the sky. 
Brings colours, dlpp*d in heaven, that never diej 
A soul exalted above earth, a mind 
Skill*d in the characters that form memkind j 
And, as the sun in rising beauty dressed. 
Looks to the westward from the dappled east. 
And marks whatever clouds may interpose. 
Ere yet his race beg^ins, its glorious close j 
An eye like his to catch the distant goal } 
Or, ere the wheels of verse begin to roll, 
like his to shed illuminating rays 
On every scene and subject it surveys : 
Thus grac'd, the man asserts a poet's name. 
And the world cheerfully admits the claim. 

I^tjr Religion has so seldom found 
A skilful gaide into poetic ground I 
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The flowers would spring: where'er she deig:n*d to stray, 

And every Muse attend her m her way. 

Virtue indeed meets many a rhyming friend, 

And many a compliment politely penn'd. 

But, unattir*d in that becoming vest 

Relig:ion weaves for her, and half nndress'd. 

Stands in the desert, shivVing- and forlorn. 

A wintry ^gnre, like a wither*d thorn. 

The sli^ves are full, all other themes are sped ; 

Hackney'd and worn to the last flimsy thread. 

Satire has long since done his best ; and cursM 

And loathsome Ribaldry has done his worst ; 

Fancy has sported all her powers away 

In tales, in trifles, and in children's play : 

And 'tis the sad complaint, and almost true, 

Whate*ar we write, we bring forth notliing new, 

*Twere new indeed to see a bard all fire, 

Touch*d with a coal from heaven, assume the lyr j. 

And tell the world, still kindling as he song. 

With more than mortal music on his tongue, 

Tliat He, who died below, and reigns above. 

Inspires the song, and that his name is Love. 

For, after all, if merely to beguile, 
By flowing numbers and a flowery style. 
The tedium that the lazy rich endure. 
Which now and then sweet poetry may cnre ; 
Or, if to see the name of idle self, 
Stamp*d on the well-bonnd quarto, grace the shelf. 
To float a bubble on the breath of Fame. 
Prompt his endeavour and engage his aim, 
Debas*d to servile purposes of pride. 
How are the powers of genius misapplied 1 
The gift, whose office is the Giver's praise. 
To trace him in his word, his works, his ways ! 
Then spread the rich discovery, and invite 
Mankind to share in the divine delight; 
Distorted from its use and Just design. 
To make the pitiful possessor shine. 
To purchase, at the fool-frequented fair 
Of vanity, a wreath for self to wear,' 
Is profanation of tiie basest kind — 
Proof of a trifling and a^ "wckWdXcsa ts&cv^. ^ •> x 

A. HaUSternh<Ad,t\iei\-, Mid¥Lo^>•^sa.^^»'^^ 

B. Amen. * 

If flattery, folly, last, emp\a5 t\v^ \>«^ ^ 
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..,^. ,«.w ACMiMs oi uie poenc trtlM 

To dash the pen through all that yea proecribf 
B. No matter— we coald shift when they wei 
And should, no doubt, if they were all forgot. 



> 

I 

I. 






ii 

r ■ ■ 



THE PROGRESS OF ERROR. 



81 quid loqnar auJlendum.^ Aor. Llli. Iv. Oil. t. 



SiNO, muse (if sach a theme, so dark, so long*. 
May find a muse to g^racc it with a sung;), 
^ what unseen and onsospcctcd arts 
T^ serpent Error twines round human hearts ; 
Tell, where she lurks, beneath what flowery stiades. 
That not a glimpse of genuine light pervades. 
The pois'nous, black, insinuating worm' 
Saccesafully conceals her loathsome form. 
Take, if ye can, ye careless and supine. 
Counsel and caution flrom a voice like mine f 
Truths, l^at the theorist could never rcacli. 
And observation taught me, f would teach. 

Not all, whose eloquence the fancy tills, 
Mnsicid as the chimes of tinkling rills. 
Weak to perform, though mighty to pretend, 
Can trace her mazy windings to their end ; 
Discern the flraud beneath the specious lure. 
Prevent Uie danger, or prescribe the cure. 
The clear harangue, and cold as it is clear, 
Falls soporific on the listless ear ; 
like quicksilver, the rhet'ric they display 
Shines as it runs, but graspM at, slips away. 

Placed for his trial on this bustling stage, 
Ftom thoughtless youth to ruminating age, 
Vree In hit will to choose or to refuse, 
Man may improve the crisis, or abuse ; 
Else, on the fatalist's unrighteous plan, 
Say to what bar amenable were man ? 
With nought in charge, he could betray no trust. 
And, if he fedl, would fall because he must; 
If Love reward him, or ff Veng^eance strike, 
Hia recompmse in both unjust alike. 
Nrine Authority within his breast 
BHnga every thought, word, action, to tVv<i tt«.X.'. 



■ran PBoaucss or ebisoil 

uum, or u PuMoa, i«k«g tlie rdns. 
n from above, luul Cnnaclence fftim wil 



naod Bt^tato gaexA, 



llut be Bopplled with al))ects of bii ehola. 
Where'er he tomar enjojment and ilellf bt| 
Or preiept or In proiiiect, meet hi* li^t i 
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SaA Id thenuelvea* bat de 

O what a dflnt. djing do 

"n bannony tram you sequmcr u uuhci. 

Sweet hATtaonr that lootheB the mhliLLEhC hour ; 

Lone an tbe oiailoteer bI day hul run 

Hi) mondng concae. tb' encbautment waa begun. 

And be sbstl gUtl fon BHDnt^n'i helgrbt agabi. 

Ere jet tbe pleiisbiE toll becomea a piUn. 

I9 thli the rueeed path, tbe ileap aannt. 
That VUtne poiitte top Can aUte thni apent 
Lead to tbe bliss she promlKa tbe wise, 
DeCscb Uie bdoI from earth, and apeed bcr to the bUo r 
Ye devotees to your adored employ, 
Enthnalasts, drunk with an unreal jny. 

And arlJily soaails. though aweet and wcIV conMBfii, 
Aait lenient as snft opiates to Ibe mind. 
^eate Vice aad Folly unsubdued hchinO- 
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Grey dawn appcan : the spartsnian and liis train 
Speckle the bosom of the distant plain ; 
'tis he, the Nimrod of the neighb*ring lairs ; 
Save that bis scent is less acute than theirs. 
For persevering chase, and headlong leaps, 
Tme beadle as the stuichest hound he keeps. 
Charg*d yith the folly of his life's mad scene. 
He takes ofTence, and wonders what you mean ; 
Ihe joy, the danger, and the toil o'eri>ay8 — 
Tis exercise, and health, and length of days. 
Again impetuous to the field he flies ; 
Leeqis every fence but one, there falls and dies ; 
Like a slain deer the tumbrel brings him hoiuc, 
Unmiss*d but by his dogs and by his gjoom. 

Ye Clergy, while your orbit is your place, 
lights of the world, and stars of human race ; 
But if eccentric ye forsake your sphere. 
Prodigies ominous, and viewed with fear ; 
The comet's baneful influence is a dream ; 
Yours, real and pernicious in the extreme. 
What then !— are appetites and lusts laid down 
With the same ease that man puts on his gown ? 
Will Av'rice and Concupiscence give place, 
Charm *d by the sounds — Your Rev'rence, or Your Grace; 
No. But his own engagement binds him fast ; 
Or, if it does not, brands him to the lost. 
What atheists call him— a designing knave, 
A mere church Juggler, hypocrite, and slave. 
Oh, laugh or mourn with me the rueful jest, 
A cassock'd huntsman,"and a fiddling priest 1 
He ft-om Italian songsters takes bis cue : 
Set Paul to music, he shall quote him too. 
He takes the field, the master of the pack 
Cries— W^ell done, saint ! and claps him on the back . 
Is Uiis the path of sanctity ? Is this 
To stand a waymark in the road to bliss ? 
Himself a wand'rer from the narrow way. 
His silly sheep, what wonder if they stray ? 
Go, cast your orders at your bishop's feet. 
Send your dishonoor'd gown to Monmouth street ! 
The sacred function in your hands is made 
Bad sacrilege ! no function, but a trade ! 

Occiduns is a pastor of renown, 
When he has piuy'd and prcach'd the S&VAm\?cv ^cr«Tv, 
H//ft wire and catgut he concludes the Aay, 
Qaavtine and ^enijqnav'rins: care awaj. 



(tacy sets ber stamp on eveiy uuku ; 
ins fall'n, and not an eyeball to be seen. 
11 T insist, though music heretofore 
s chann*d me much (not e'en Occiduus more 
ee, joy, and peace, make harmony more meet 
r Sabbath evenings, and perhaps as sweet. 
Vill not the sickliest sheep of every flock 
sort to his example as a rock ; 
ere stand and justify the foul abuse 
Sabbath hours veith plausible excuse ? 
&postolic gravity be tree 
play the fool on Sundays, why not we? 
be that tinkling harpischord regards 
inoffensive, what offence in cards ? 
rlke up the fiddles, let us all be gay, 

Smen have leave to dance, if parsons play, 
h Italy !— thy Sabbaths will be soon 
ir Sabbaths, closed with mummery and buffo 
caching and pranks will share the motley sec 
ITS parcell'd out as thine have ever been, 
)d*s worship and the mountebank between, 
hat says the prophet ? Let that day be bless' 
ith hotoess and consecrated rest, 
tstime and business both it should exclude, 
^A kn.. 4-ua Af\nr 4-h0 mnmpnt. t.hftv intrude : 
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Then to the dance, and make the sober moon 

Witness of Joys that shun the sig^ht of noon. 

Blame, Qmic, if you can, quadrille or ball. 

The snu^ close party, or the splendid hall. 

Where Nig:ht, down stoopmg from her ebon throne. 

Views constellations brighter than her own. 

lis innocent, and harmless, and r^i'd, 

Tlie balm of care, Elysium of the mind. 

Innocent ! Oh ! if venerable Time 

Slain At the foot of Pleasure be no crime. 

Then, with his silver beard and magic wand. 

Let Comus rise archbishop of the land ; 

Let him your ruberic and your feasts prescribe. 

Grand metropolitan of all the tribe. 

Of manners rough, and coarse athletic cast. 
The rank debauch suits Clodio's filthy taste, 
R«ifillus exquisitely form'd by rule. 
Not of the moral, but the dancing school. 
Wonders at Clodio's follies in a tone 
As tragical, as others at his own. 
He cannot drink five bottles, bilk the score. 
Then kill a constable, and drink five more : 
But he can draw a pattern, make a tart, 
Vnd has the ladies' etiquette by heart, 
ro, fool ; and arm in arm with Clodio, plead 
'our cause before a bar you little dread ; 
nt know, the law that bids a drunkard die, 
far too Just to pass the trifler by. 
)th baby-featur*d, and of infant size, 
ew'd from a distance, and with heedless eyes, 
Uy emd Innocence are so alike, 
) difTrence, though essential, fails to strike. 
Folly ever has a vacant stare, 
mp*ring countenance, and a trifling air. 
Innocence, sedate, serene, erect, 
t^hts us, by engaging our respect. 
Nature's g^est by invitation sweet, 
Ives frt>m her both appetite and treat j 
^f he play the glutton and exceed, 
enefactress blushes at the deed, 
oture, nice, as liberal to dispense, 
nothing but a bTUte tYve «k^N^ o1 «ecv»A. 
ate pulse by choice— cmoti^\^ ^^^^ .«av *sJ^v^ 
bless'd the ^oxxth, wv^i TCvaAftXsSas^'^*^^^ 
\U8 sits aMomVnouA «ftA vjwv, 
U squab u\Hju a CViixvc^e wa.-. 
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Remorse, the fatal egg: by rieasurc laid 
In every bosom where her iicst is mode, 
Hatch'd by the beams of lYuth, denies liim rest. 
And proves a raging scorpion in his breast. 
No pleasure? And domestic comforts dead? 
Are all the nameless sweets of friendship fled ? 
Has time worn out, or fashion put to shame 
Good sense, good health, good conscience, and goc 
All these belong to virtue, and all prove 
That virtue has a title to your love. 
Have you no touch of pity that the poor 
Stand Btarv'd at your inhospitable door ? 
Or if yourself, too scantily supplied. 
Need help, let honest industry provide. 
Earn, if you want ; if you abound, impart : 
These both are pleasures to the feeUng lieart. 
No pleasure? Has some sickly eastern waste 
Sent us a wind to parch us at a blast ? 
Can British Parailise no scenes atford. 
To please her sated and indifiTrent lord ? 
Are sweet philosophy's ei^oyments run 
Quite to the lees ? Aiid has religion noi> 
Brates capable would tell you *ti8 a^. 
And Judge you from the kennel and 
JMJgrhts like these, ye Ben»ual aud \t 
Jv are bid, bvgg'd, beBought to euU 



.. B«ape's enticing J uico 
.wAves the moral powers, wid mora their 
Ainbition« av'rice, aiid the lu&t of fame. 
And woman, lovely woivan, does the same. 
The heart, surrendcr'd to the ruling i:ower 
Of some ungoverned passion every huar. 
Finds by degrees the truths, that once bore sa 
And all their deep impressions wear away } 
So coin grows smooth, in traffic cuiTeut passV 
Till Caesar's image is efiHsM^ed at lost. 

The breach, thotigh small at first, soon op'iii 
In rushes folly with a full-moon tide. 
Then welcome errors, of whatever size. 
To justify, if by a tliousand lies. 
As creeping ivy clings to wood or stone. 
And liides the ruin that it feeds uiK>n ; 
So sophistry cleaves close to and pn)tccts 
Sin's rotten trunk, concealing its delects. 
Mortals, whose pleasures are there only care, 
First wish to be imposed on, and then are. 
And, lest the fulsome artifice should fail, 
Themselves will hide its coarseness with a veil. 
Not more industrious are the just and true. 
To give to Virtue what is Virtue's due — 
The praise of wisdom, comnu-- 
And call hp«* "*-- 
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Whose correspondinj misses fill the ream 
With sentimental frippery and dream, 
Caught in a delicate soft silken net 
By some lewd earl, or rakehell baronet : 
Ye pimps, who under virtue's fair pretence, 
Steal to the closet of young innocence. 
And teach her, inexperienc'd yet and green. 
To scribble as you scribbled at fifteen ; 
Who kindling a combustion of desire. 
With some cold moral think to quench the fire. 
Though all your engineering proves in vain. 
The dribbling stream ne'er puts it out again. 
O that a verse had power, and could command 
Far, far away these flesh-files of the land. 
Who fasten without mercy on the fair. 
And suck, and leave a craving maggot there I 
Howe'er disguis'd th* inflammatoiy tale. 
And covered with a fine-spun specious veil : 
Such writers, and such readers, owe the gust 
And relish of their pleasure all to lust. 

But the muse, eagle-pinion'd, has in view 
A quarry more important still than you ; 
Down, down the wind she swims, and sails away. 
Now stoops upon it, and now grasps the prey. 

Petronius ! all the Muses weep for thee; 
But every tear shall scald thy memory. 
The Graces too, while Virtue at their shrine 
Lay bleeding under that soft hand of thine. 
Felt each a mortal stab in her own breast, 
Abhorr'd the sacrifice, and'curs'd the priest. 
Thou polish'd and high-finish'd foe to truth. 
Greybeard corrupter of our list'ning youth, 
Tb purge and skim away the filth of vice. 
That so refin'd, it might the more entice. 
Then pour it on the morals of thy son ; 
To taint hU heart, was worthy of thine own / 
Now, while the poison all high life pervades, 
Write, if thou canst, one letter from the shades. 
One, and one only, charg'd with deep regret. 
That thy worst part, thy principles, live yet : 
One sad epistle thence may cure mankind 
Of the plague spread by bundles left behind. 

'Us granted, and no plainer truth appears. 
Oar most important are our earliest years ; 
77re Mind, impressible and soft, with ease 
Imbibes and copies what she bears and sees, 



Bpontuieoiis, take but little pains to sow ; 
We g^ive some Latin, and a smatch of Greek ; 
T^ach him to fence and fif>:ure twice a week ; 
And having done, we think, the best we can, 
Praise his proficiency, and dub him man. 

From school to Cam or Isis, and thence home. 
And thence with all convenient speed to Rome, 
With rev*rend tutor clad in habit lay, 
To tease for cash, and quarrel with all day } 
With memorandum-book for every town. 
And every post, and where the chaise broke down j 
His stock, a few French phrases got by heart, 
With much to learn, but nothing to impart. 
The youth, obedient to his sire's commands. 
Sets off a wand'rer into foreign lands. 
Surpris'd at all they meet, the gosling pair. 
With awkward gait, stretch'd neck, and silly stare, 
Discover huge cathedrals built with stone. 
And steeples towering high much like our own } 
But show peculiar light by many a grin, 
At popish practices observ'd within. 

Ere long, some bowing, smirking, smart abb^ , 
Remarks two loit'rers, that have lost their way j 
And being always prim'd with politeMt 



43 THE PROGRESS OP ERROR-. 

The sqwirc, once bashful, is shamtfac'd no more, 
But teems with powers he never lelt before: 
Whether increas'd momentum, nnrl the force. 
With which from cUmc to clime he sped his course 
(As axles sometimes kindle as they go,) 
ChaTd him, and brought dull nature to a glow j 
Or whettier clearer skies and softer air, 
That make Italian flowers so sweet and fair, 
Fresh'ning his lazy spirit as he ran. 
Unfolded genially and spread the man : 
Returning he proclaims by many a grace, 
llj shrugs and strange contortions of his face, 
How much a dunce, that has been sent to roam. 
Excels a dunce, that has been kept at home. 
Accomplishments have taken virtue's place. 
And wisdom falls before exterior grace : 
We slight the precious kernel of the stone, 
And toil to polish its rough coat alone, 
A just deportment, manners grac'd with ease. 
Elegant phrase, and figure form'd to please. 
Are qualities, that seem to comprehend 
Whatever parents, guardians, schools intend ; 
Hence an unfumish'd and a listless mind, 
Though busy, trifling ; empty, though refin'd } 
Hence all that interferes, and dares to clash 
With indolence and luxury is trash: 
While learning, once the man's exclusive pride. 
Seems verging fast towards the female side. 
Learning itself, received into a mind 
By nature weak or viciously inclin'd. 
Serves but to lead philosophers astray. 
Where children would with ease discern the way 
And of all arts sagacious dupes invent. 
To cheat themselves and gain the world's assent. 
The worst is — Scripture warp*d from its hitent. 
The carriage bowls along, and all are pleas' d. 
If Tom be sober, and the wheels well greas'd ^ 
But if the rogue have gone a cup too far. 
Left out his linchpin or forgot his tar. 
It sufl'ers interrnption and delay. 
And meets with hind'rance in the smoothes way. 
When some hypothesis, absurd and vain. 
Has fill'd with all its fumes a critic's brain. 
The text that sorts not with his darling whim, 
Tboa^h pleun to others, is obscure toldm. 
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The win mails raMectto a lawless force. 

All is irregular and out of coarse { 

And Jadgroent drank, and btiVd to lose bis waj, 

Winks hfurd, and talks of darkness at noonday. 

A critic on the sacred book shoald be 
Candid and leam'd, dispassionate and free : 
Free from the wayward bias bigots feel. 
From ftmcy*8 influence, and intemp*rate zeal : 
But, above all (or let the wretch refram, 
Nor touch the page he cannot but profime). 
Flee ftt>mthe domineering power of last; 
A lewd interpreter is never Just. 

How shall I. speak thee, or thy power address, 
Thou God of our idolatry, the Press ? 
By thee religion, liberty, and laws. 
Exert their influence, and advance their cause } 
By thee worse plagues than Pharaoh's land bercl, 
DiiniH*d, make Earth the vestibule of Hell ; 
Thou fountain, at which drink the good and wisoj 
Thou ever bubbling spring of endless lies; 
Like Eden's dread probationary tree. 
Knowledge of good and evil is ftt>m thee. 

No wild enthusiast ever yot could rest, 
nil half mankind were like himself possess'd. 
Ptiilosophers, who darken and put out 
Eternal truth by everlasting doubt } 
Church quacks, with passions under no command. 
Who flU the world with doctrines contraband, 
DiscovYers of they know not what, confln*d 
Within no bounds—the blind that lead the blind } 
To streams of popular opinion drawn. 
Deposit in those shallows all their spawn. 
The wriggling fry soon flll the creeks around, 
Pois'ning the waters where their swarms abound. 
Soom'd by the nobler tenants of the flood. 
Minnows and gudgeons g^orge th* unwholesome food. 
The propagated mjrriads spread so fast, 
E*en Leawenhoeok himsetf would stand aghast, 
Emidoy'd to calculate th' enormous sum. 
And own his crab-computing powers o*ereome. 
Is this hyperbole ? The world well known. 
Your sober tboughta will bax^3 ^xidiW ciCA* 

Fnah confidence the Bpecttaked^MX \»!afi% 
Ftom every hair-brain^d w»eVjt»\ie ^?w»n 

TiU others have the aooUvme tBX'aVj^aSkR?'^^' 
16i l> 
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Committed once into the public arms, 

Tlie baby seems to smile with added charms. 

like something precious ventur'd far from shore, 

*Tis valued for the dangrer*s sake the more. 

He Yiews it with complacency supreme. 

Solicits kind attention to his dream ; 

And daily more enamoured of the cheat. 

Kneels, and asks heaven to bless the dear deceit. 

So one, whose story ser^'es at least to show 

Men lov'd their own productions long agu, 

Woo*d an unfeeling statue for his wife. 

Nor rested till the gods had given it life. 

If some mere driv'ller suck the sugar'd ftb, — 

One that still seeds his leading-string and bib. 

And praise Us genius, he is soon repaid 

In pnuse q>pUM to the same part— his head ; 

For *tis a rale, that holds for ever true. 

Grant me discernment, and I grant it you. 

Patient ot contradiction as a cV\WA, 
AmU}Je, hamble, diffident, and td\\^-. 
Such was Sir Isaac, and such Boy\e oR'i \joK2i»^ 
your bUutderei ia as sturdy aa aitovW, 
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The creature \t to sure to kick and bite, 
A muleteer's tbe man to set him right. 
First Appetite enlists him Truth's sworn toe. 
Then obstinate Self-will confirms him so. 
TeU him he wanders ; that his error leads 
To fatal ills j that, though the path he treads 
Be flowery, and he see no cause of fear. 
Death and the pains of hell attend him there . 
In Tidn i the slave of arrogance and pride. 
He has no hearing on the prudent side. 
His still refuted quirks he still repeats } 
New rais'd obijections with new quibbles meets ; 
nil, sinking in the quicksand he defends. 
He dies disputing, and the contest ends — 
But not the mischiefs } they, still left behind 
Like thistle-seeds, are sown by every wind. 

Thus men go wrong with an ingenious skill ; 
Bend the straight rule to their own crooked will ; 
And with a clear and shining lamp supplied, 
First put it out, then take it for a guide. 
Halting on crutehes of unequal size. 
One leg by truth supported, one by lies ; 
They sidle to the goal with awkward pace. 
Secure of nothing— but to lose the race. 

Faults in the life breed errors in the braSn, 
And these reciprocally those again. 
The mind and conduct mutually imprint 
And stamp their image in each other's mint: 
Each, sire and dam, of an infernal race. 
Begetting and conceiving all that's base. 

None sends his arrow to the mark in view. 
Whose hand is feeble, or his aim untrue. 
For ttiough, ere yet the shaft is on the wing, 
Or when it first forsakes th* elastic string. 
It err but little flrom th' intended line. 
It falls at last far wide of his design : 
So he, who seeks a mansion in the sky. 
Must watoh his purpose with a stedfast eye ; 
That prize belongs to none but the sincere } 
The least obliqui^ is fatal here. 

Witti caution taste the sweet C^ircean cup : 
He that sips often, at last drinks Vt \x^. 
HaUto are soon assum'd } but "w^ieiu Nve «\xvn« 
To strip them off, 'tis being fivy'd e^^e. 
Oi//'d to the temple of impare Ae\\«tofc, 
Ue that Abstains, and he alone, does ri^tvv 
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If a wish wander that way, call it borne : 
He cannot long: be safe whose wishes roam. 
Birt, if yon pass the threshold, yon are caught ; 
Die then. If power almighty save yon not. 
There, hardening by degrees, till donbled stecld, 
Tftke leave of natore's God, and God reveai'd > 
Then laagh at aU yoa trembled at before; 
And, joining the fireethinkers' bintal roar. 
Swallow the two grand nostrums they dispense — 
That Seriptare lies, and blasphemy is sense : 
IfcIenieDcy, rerolted by ahnse. 
Be damnable, than damn'd without excuse. 

Some dream that they can silence, when th^ will. 
The storm of passion, and say, Pemct, he Hill ; 
But ** Tkutfar mnd no farther,*' when address'd 
To the wild ware, or wilder human breast. 
Implies authority that never can. 
That never ought to be the lot of man. 

But muse forbear ; long flights forebode a ftill : 
Strike on the deep-tonM chord the svm of all. 

Hear the just law— the judgment of the skies ! 
He that hates truth shall be the dupe of lies : 
And he that wUl be cheated to the last, 
DelusJknM strong as hell shall bind Mm flist. 
But if the wandTer his mistake discern, 
Judge his own ways and sigh for a return, 
Bewilder'd once, must he bewail his loss 
For ever and for ever? No— the cross! 
There and theib only (though the ddst raye. 
And atheisU if ifurth bear so base a slave) ; 
There and therconly is the power to save. 
There no delovr hope Invites despair ; 
No mock'ry mMn you, no deception there; 
The spells and Charms, that blinded yon before. 
All vuiiiih there, and fascinate no more. 

I am no preacher, let this hint sufllce— 
The cross, once seen, is death to every vice : 
Else he that hung there, suffered all his pain. 
Bled, groan'd, and agoniz'd, and died, ia \ tin. 



TRUTH. 



* FeDMntur traUna.* H«r. Lib. 11. BplO. I. 



Man, on the dubious waves of error toss*<U 
His ship half.loandei*d, and his compass lost. 
Sees, far as human optics may command, 
A sleeping: fog, and fancies it dry land : 
Spreads all his canvass, every sinew plies; 
Pants for% aims at it, enters it, and dies! 
Then farewell all seif-saUsfyingr schemes. 
His well-built systems, philosophic dreams; 
Deceitful views of future bliss farewell !— 
He reads his sentence at the flames of belL 

Hard lot of man— to toil for the reward 
Of virtue, and yet lose it I Wherefore hard?— 
He that would win the race must gvidto his horse 
Obedient to the customs of the course; 
Else, though unequall*d to the goal he fl!ea, 
A meaner than himself shall gain the prize. 
Grace leads the right way : if you choose the wrong. 
Take it and perish ; but restrain your tongue; 
Charge not, with light sufftcient, and left firee. 
Your wilful suicide on God's decree. 

O how unlike the complex works of man. 
Heaven's easy, artless, unencumber'd plan } 
No meretricious graces to beguile. 
No dttsfring ornaments to clog the pile; 
From ostentation as firom weakness firce. 
It stands like the cerulean arch we see, 
Mi^estic in its own simplicity. 
Inscrib'd above the portal, firom aftr 
Conspicuous as the brightness of a star. 
Legible only bv the light they evN«« 
Stand the soul-quicVnhig N^ox^a— B«U«t>« ^'^^^^'*'*,l^,-!i_ 
Too many, shock*d at wbaJt c^ouW c\»«mNX«sa.'«»*^ 
neiftpiae the plain diroction* sxvl «x« VysX. 



) . 



5 4 TRUTH. 

Heaven on sach terms ! (they cry with proud disdain,) 

Incredible, impossible, and vidn I— 

Rebel, because *tls easy to obey ; 

And scorn, for its own sake, the g^racious way. 

These are the sober, in whose co(Aer bntos 

Some thoughts of immortality remains ; 

The rest, too busy or too gay to wait 

On the sad theme, their everlasting state, 

Sport for a day, uid perish in a night. 

The loam upon the waters not so light. 

WhojudgM the phariseei' What odious cause 
Expos*d him to the vengeance of the laws ? 
Had he seduc'd a virgin, wrong'd a friend. 
Or stabbed a man to serve some private end ? 
Was blasphemy his sinf Or did he stray 
"From the strict duties of the sacred day ? 
Sit long and late at the carousing board > 
(Such were the sins with which he charg'd his Lord.) 
No !— the man*8 morals were exact, what then? 
'Twas his ambition to be seen of men ; 
His virtues were his pride } and that one vice 
Made ail his virtues gewgaws of no price ; • 
He wore them as flUe trappings for a show, 
A praying, synagogne-iirequenting beau. 

The self-applauding bird, the peacock, see- 
Mark what a sumptuous pharisee is he ! 
Moidian sunbeams tempt tiim to unfold 
His radiant glories, azure, green, and gold : 
He treads as if, some solemn music near. 
His measur'd step were govemM by his ear : 
And seems to say — ^Ye meaner fowl, give place, 
I am all splendour, dignity, and grace ! 

Not so the pheasant on his charms presumes. 
Though he too has a glory in his plumes. 
He, christianlike, retreats with modest mien 
To the close copse, or far-sequester*d green. 
And shines without desiring to be seen. 
The plea of works, as arrogant and vain. 
Heaven turns fix)m with abhorrence and disdain ; 
Not more affronted by avow'd neglect. 
Than by the mere dissembler's feigrn'd respect. 
What is all righteousness that men devise ? 
What- but a sordid barg^ain for the skies ? 
JSat Cbiist as soon would abdicate his own. 
As stoop Srom bearen to sell the proud a t\uratie. 
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His dwelling » recess in some rade rock. 
Book, beads, and maple-dish, his meagre stock ! 
In shirt of hair and weeds of canvass dress'd. 
Girt with a bell-rope that the pope has bles8*d{ 
Adust with stripes told out for every crime. 
And sore tormented long before his time ; 
His pravers preferr'd to saints that cannot aid) 
His prtbe postpon'd and never to be paid ; 
See the sage hermit, l^ mankind admired, 
With aU that bigotry adopts, inspir'd. 
Wearing out life in his reli^ous whim. 
Till his religions whimsey wears out him. 
His works, his abstinence, his zeal allow'd. 
You think him humble— God accounts him proud } 
High in demand, though lowly in pretence, 
Ot all his conduct this the genuine sense— 
My penitential stripes, my streaming blood. 
Have purchas'd heaven, and prove my title good. 

Turn eastward now, and Fancy shall apply 
To your weak sight her telescopic eye. 
The bramin kindles on his own bare head 
The sacred fire, self-torturing his trade. 
His voluntary pahis severe and long. 
Would give a barb*rous air to British song j 
No grand inquisitor could worse invent. 
Than he contrives to sufller, well content. 
Which is th6 saintlier worthy of the two ? 
Past all dispute, yon anch(»ite, say you. 
Your sentence and mine difller. What* s a name! 
I say the bramin has the fsirer claim. 
If sulTrings scripture nowbere recommends, 
Devis'd by self to answer leltish ends. 
Give saintship, then all Europe must agree 
Ten starvling hermits suffer less than he. 

The truth is (if the truth may suit your ear 
And prejudice have left a passage clear). 
Pride has attain'd its most luxuriant growth. 
And poison'd every virtue in them both. 
Pride may be pamper'd while the flesh grows lean } 
Humility may clothe an English dean ; 
lliat grace was Cowper^s^his, confessed b^ sU.— 
Though plac*d In golden D\«\vmol% %feccPBA %Nafi^ 

Not all the plenty of a bVa^iovi^^ "VicxwdL, ^ ^^ 

'«s jMlace, and his lacque:;^ ea\«i " VW? ^^*^ 
fore noarish pride, tbsfc cc\\Aeac«tvdJ«v^^^K»» 
'»»D abstinence, and \)es&edc^, wA'^^R»\ 
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It thrives iu mis'iy, and abuodMit grows ; 
Jn mis'ry fools apon tiiemselves impose. 

But why before us protestants produce 
An Indian mystic, or a French recluse ? 
Their shi is plain ; but what have we to Dear, 
Reform'd and weU instructed ? Yon shall bear. 

Yon ancient prude, whose wither'd features show 
She might be young some forty years agro. 
Her elbows pinion'd dose upon her hips, 
Her head erect, her fan upon her lips, 
Her eyebrows arch'd, her eyes both gone astray 
To watch yon am*rous couple in their play, 
With bony and un^erchieTd neck defies 
The rude inclemency of wintry skies. 
And sails with lappet*head and mincing airs 
Duly at chink of bell to morning prayers. 
To thrift and parsimony much inclin'd. 
She yet allows herself that boy behind ; 
The shiv'ring urchin, bending as he goes, 
With slipshod heels, and dewdrop at his nose } 
His predecessor's coat advanc'd to wear, 
Wliich fut«ire pages yet are doom*d to shore. 
Carries her bible tuck'd beneath his arm, 
And hides his: hands to keep his fingers warm. 

She half an angel in her own account, 
Doubts not hereafter with the saints to mount. 
Though not a grace appears on strictest search, 
But that she fasts, and itentt goes to church. 
Conscious of age, she recollects her youth, 
And tells, not always with an eye to truth. 
Who spann'd her waist, and who, where'er he came> 
Scrawrd upon glass Miss Bridget's lovely name ; 
Who stole her slipper, fill'd it with tokay. 
And drank the little bumper every day. 
Of temper as envenom'd as an asp, 
Censorious, and her every word a wasp { 
In faithful mem'ry she records the crimes* 
Or real, or fictitious, of the times ; 
lianghs at the reputation she has torn, 
And holds them dangling at arm's lengrth in scorn. 

Such are the fruits of sentimonious pride, 
Of malice fed while flesh is mortified : 
Take, madam, the reward of all your prayers, 
Where hermits and where bramins meet with their8« 
Your portion is with them. — ^Nay, never troNni, 
Jfii^ ifjroa please some fathoms \owet Oiovvit* 
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Artists attend— ▼our brashes and your paint. 
Produce tbem— taie a chair— now draw a saint. 
Oh sorrowfnl and sad ! the streaming tears 
Channel her dieeks— a Niobe appears ; 
Is this a saint ! Throw tints and all awaj— 
True Piety is cheerful as the day, 
Will weep indeed and heave a pitying gronn 
For others* woes, but smiles upon her own. 

What purpose has the Kinir of Saints in view 7 
Why falls the Gosp^ like a graciousdew ? 
To call up plenty from the teeming: earth. 
Or curse thie desert with a tenfold dearth ? 
Is it that Adam's ofikpring may be sav'd 
From servile fear, or to be more cnslav'd? 
To loose the links tliat gall'd mankind before. 
Or bind them faster on, and add still more ? 
The fireebom Christian has no chains to prove. 
Or, if a diain, the golden one of love : 
No fear attends to quench his glowing fires. 
What fear he feels his gratitude inspires. 
Shall he, for such deliv'rance fireely wrought. 
Recompense ill P He trembles at the thought. 
His Master's interest and his own combin'd 
Prompt every movement of his heart and mind : 
Thought, word, and deed, his liberty evince, 
His freedom is the fireedom of a prince. 

Man's obligations infinite, of course 
His life should prove that he perceives their fore 
His utmost he can render is but small— 
The iHrindple and motive all in all. 
You have two servants— Tom, an arch sly rog^uc 
From top to toe the Geta now in vogue. 
Genteel in figure, easy in address. 
Moves without noise, and swift as an express, 
Repcnrts a message with a pleasing grace, 
Expert in all the duties of his place-, 
Say on what hinge does his obedience move P 
Him he a world at gratitude and love ? 
No, not a qwrk — 'tis all mere shar)>er*8 play ; 
He likes your house, your housemaid, and your 
Reduce his wages, or get rid of her, 
Tom quits you, with— Youx moaV. o\ft^«iv\.«*Svt. 

The dinner served Chax\ea U3Il«& ti^Sa xxwas^ ^ 
Watches year eye, aaUdpate& comxcAXv^N 
BigfM if perhaps your appetite Wlaoxj^ ^'^c . 
And if he bat soapecte alrosm,^.>i«ti»^a»*»^ 
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Consults all day your interest and your ease, 
Richly rewarded if he can but please; 
And proud to make his firm attachment known. 
To save your life would nobly risk his own. 

Now which stands highest in your serious thought? 
Charles, without doubt, say you — and so he ought ; 
One act, that firom a thankful heart proceeds. 
Excels ten thousand mercenary deeds. 

Thus Heaven approves, as honest and sincere. 
The work of gen'rous love and filial fear. 
But with averted eyes th' omniscient Judge 
Scorns the base hireling and the slavish drudge. 
Where dwell these matchless saints ?— old Curio cries. 
E'en at your side. Sir, and before your eyes, 
The favour'd few— th* enthusiasts you despise. 
And pleas'd at heart, because on holy ground 
Sometimes a canting hypocrite is found. 
Reproach a people with his single fall. 
And cast his filthy raiment at'them all. 
Attend !— an apt similitude shall show 
Whence springs the conduct that ofi'ends you so. 

See where it smokes along the sounding plain. 
Blown all aslant, a driving, dashing rain. 
Peal upon peal redoubling all around. 
Shakes it again and faster to the ground : 
Now flashing wide, now glancing as in play. 
Swift beyond thought the lightning^ dart away. 
Ere yet it came the trav'ller urg*d his steed. 
And hurried, but with unsuccessful speed : 
Now drench'd throughout, and hopeless of his case. 
He drops the rein, and leaves him to his pace. 
Suppose, unlook'd for in a scene so rude. 
Long hid by interposing hill or wood. 
Some mansion, neat and elegantly dress'd. 
By some kind hospitable heart possess'd, 
OSier him warmth, security, and rest ; 
Think with what pleasure, safe, and at his ease. 
He hears the tempest howling in the trees ; 
What glowing thanks his lips and heart employ, 
While danger past is tum'd to present Joy. 
So fares it with the sinner, when he feels 
A growing dread of vengeance at his heels j 
His conscience, like a glassy lake before, 
Liuh*d into foaming waves, begins to roar } 
The law grovm clamorous, though &V\.e\\t \o-u^« 
'Arraigns bJm— charges bim "with every '<wtotv^— 
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Anerte fbe rights of his offended kml. 

And destb or restitution is the word: 

The Isst impossible, he fears the first. 

And, having well deserv'd, expects the wwst. 

Then welcome refiige, and a peaceful home ; 

Oh for a shelter from the wrath to come ! 

Crash me, ye rocks! ye falling mountains hide 

Or buy me in the ocean's angry tide.— 

The scrutiny of those all-seeing ejres 

I dare not— And you need not, God replies i 

The remedy yoa want I freely g^ve: 

The Book shall teach you— read, believe, and livet 

1^ done— the raging storm is heard no more, 

Mercy receives him on her peaceful shore : 

And justice, guardian of the dread command, 

Dn^ the i«d vengeance firom his willing hand. 

A soul redeem'd demands a life of praise } 

Hence the complexion of his future dajrs. 

Hence a demeanour holy and unspeck^d 

And ttie world's hatred, as its sure efifrct. 

Some lead a life unblamable and just, . 
Their own dear virtue their unshaken trust ; 
They never tin— or if (as all oflWid) 
Some trivial slips their daily walk attend. 
The poor are near at hand, the charge is small, 
A edight eratuity atones for all. 
For tiiough the pope has lost his int'rest here. 
And pardons are not sold as once th^ were, 
No papist more desirous to compound, 
Than some grave sinners upon English ground. 
That plea refuted, other quirks they seek— 
Mercnr is infinite, and man is weak ; 
The rature shall obliterate the past. 
And Heaven no doubt shall be their home at last. 

Ck>me then — a still small wisper in your ear — 
He has no hope who never had a fear ; 
And he that never doubted of his state, 
He may perhaps— perhaps he may— too late. 

The path to bliss abounds with many a snare ; 
Learning is one, and wit, however rare. 
The Frenchman, first in literary fame, 
(Mention him if you please. Voltaire ?— The same. 
With spirit, genius, eloquence supplied, 
liv'd longr, wrote much, langh'd heaxlWy, axvOl d\&^. 
Tbe Scripture was his Jest-book, wYience Yift Cto'W • 
-«wr Muf/s to gall the Christian and the 3eN« \ 
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That endless bliss (how ttnuigrc soc'er it wetm) 
In counterpoise, flios up and kicks the beam. 
Tis open» and ye ciuuiot enter— wbv P : 
Becanse ye will not, Conyers would reply— 
And he rays much tiiat many may dispute. 
And cavil at with ease, hat none refute. 
O bless'd effect of penury and want } 
The seed sown there, how ▼igr'rous is the plant 
No soil like poverty for growth divine. 
As leanest land supplies the richest wine. 
Earth g^ves too little, giving only bread. 
To nourish pride, or turn the weakest bead : 
To them the sounding Jargon of the scboola 
Seems what it is— a cap and beU for fools : 
The light they walk by, kindled firom above. 
Shows them the shortest way to life and love: 
They, strangers to the controversial field. 
Where deists, always foilM, yet scorn to yield. 
And never check'd by what impedes the wise. 
Believe, rush forward, and possess the pnze. 

Envy, ye great, the dull nnletter'd small. 
Ye have much cause for envy— but not all* 
We boast some rich ones whom the gospel vwt 
And one who wears a coronet and inrays i 
Like gleanings of an o)ive-tree they show. 
Here and there one upon the topmost bough. 

How readily, upon the gospel plan, 
That question has its answer— What is man? 
Sinful and weak, in every sense a wretch ; 
An instrument, whose chords upon the stretch 
And strain'd to the last screw that he can bear 
Yield only discord in his Maker's ear: 
Once the bless'd residence of truth divine; 
Glorious as Solyma's mterior shrine. 
Where,, in his own oracular abode. 
Dwelt visibly the light-creating God ; 
But made long since, like Babylon of old, 
A den of mischiefs never to be told : 
And she, once mistress of the realms around. 
Now scatter'd wide, and no where to be fbuiid 
As soon shall rise and re-ascend the t hrone. 
By m^ve power and ener^ \M!i cnrc^ 
As Nature, at bet own ipexniaiAX «*^ , 
Restore to man the g\otve& Yie\«» ™^.,-^ 
Go-Wd tbe winter ceas» to '^'b^?^^ J^ 
Replace the wond'tkne comaXVa is»«»** 
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lis oooor O'er cne unrutian's tnorny roaa i 
The soul, reposing on assur*d relief, 
Feels herself happy amidst all her grrief. 
Forgets her labour as she toils along, 
Weeps tears of Joy and bursts into a song. 

But the same word, that like the polishM sh 
Ploughs up the roots of a believer's care. 
Kills too the flowery weeds, where'er they gro' 
That bind the sinner's Bacchanalian brow. 
Oh that unwelcome voice of heavenly love, 
Sad messenger of mercy firom above ! 
How does it grate upon his thankless ear. 
Crippling his pleasures with the cramp of fear 
His Mdll and judgment at continual strife, 
That civil war embitters all his life : 
In vain he points his powers against the skies 
In vain he closes or averts his eyes. 
Truth will intrude— she bids him yet beware 
And shakes the sceptic in the scomer's chair. 

Though various foes against the Truth coml 
Pride above all opposes her design ; 
Pride, of a growth superior to the rest. 
The subtlest serpent with the loftiest crest. 
Swells at the thought, and, kindling into rage 
Would hiss the cherub Mercy firom the stage. 
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Bore on his branch, loznriairt tiien and mde^ 
Fruits of a blighted size, austere and crude, 
Maturer years shall happier stores produce* 
And meUorate the well concocted Juice. 
Then, conscious of her meritorious zeal, 
TO Justice she may make hei bold append. 
And leave to Mercy, with a tranquil mind. 
The worthless and unfruitful of mankind. 
Hear then how Mercy, slighted and d^ed 
Retorts th* affront against the crown oS Pride. 

Perish the virtue, as it ought, abhorr'd. 
And the fool with it, who insults his Lord. 
Th' atonement a Redeemer's love has wrought. 
Is not for you— the righteous need it not. 
Seest thou yon harlot, wooing all she meets, 
The worn out nuisance of the public street 
Herself from mom to night, flrom night to morn. 
Her own abhorrence, and as much your scorn : 
The gracious shower, unlimited and free. 
Shall ffdl on her, when Heaven denies it thee 
Of all that wisdom dictates, this the drift. 
That man is dead in sin, and life a gift. 

Is virtue, then, unless of Christian growth, 
Mere fallacy, or foolishness, or both ? 
Ten thousand sages lost in endless wo. 
For ignorance of what they could not know ? 
That speech betrays at once a bigot's tongue. 
Charge not a Grod with such outrageous wrong. 
lYuly not I— the partial light men have. 
My creed persuades me, well employ'd may s&ve } 
While he that scorns the noonday beam, perserve. 
Shall find the blessing, unimprov'd, a curse. 
Let heathen worthies, whose exalted mind 
Left sensnalUy and dross behind; 
Possess for me their undisputed lot. 
And take, nnenvied, the reward they sought: 
But ftill in virtue of a Saviour's plea. 
Not blind by choice, but destin'd not to see, 
Their fortitude and wisdom where aflame 
Celestial, though they knew not whence it came, 
Deriv'd from the same source of Ught and grace. 
That guides the Christian in his switter race ; 
Their judge was conscience, and her rule thek law 
That rule, pursued with rev'rence and with awe. 
Led tbem, however fialt'ring, fiAnt,«ai<ViiUy«, 
I'roja what tbey knew to what they Yi\WVi*OiV>\.viQi<i 
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Bat let not UiD, that shares a brighter 6aj, 
TVadace the splendour of a noontide ray, 
Prefer the twilight of a darker time, 
And deem his base stupidity no crime : 
The wretdi who slights the bounty of the skicft. 
And sinks, while favoor'd with the means to rise. 
Shall find them rated at their full amount; 
The good he scomM all carried to account. 

Miurshalling all his terrors as he came. 
Thunder, and earthquake, and devouring flame. 
From Sinai's top Jehovah gave the law, 
life for obedience, death for every flaw. 
When the great Sov'reign would his will express. 
He gives a perfect rule ; what can he less ? 
And guards it with a sanction as severe 
As vengeance can inflict, or sinners fear : 
Else his own glorious rights he would disclaim. 
And man might safely trifle with his name. 
He bids him glow with unremitting love 
To a^ on earth, and to himself above ; 
Condemns th* taijurions deed, the sland'rous tongue. 
The thought that meditates a brother*s wrong : 
Brings not alone t^e more conspicuous part. 

His conduct, to the test, but tries his heart. 
Hark I universal nature shook and groan'd, 
^i/Twas the lasttrumpet— see the Judge enthron*d I 

Rouse all your courage at your utmost need. 

Now summons every virtue, stand and plead. 

What ! silent ? Is your boasting heard no more ? 

That self-renouncing wisdom, leam'd before, 

Had shed immortal glories on your brow. 

That all yoor virtues cannot purchase now. 
All joy to the believer 1 He can speskk— 

Tumbling yet happy, confident yet meek. 
Since the dear hour that brought me to thy foot. 

And cut up all my follies by the root, 

I never trusted in ail arm but thine. 

Nor hop*d but in thy righteousness divine : 

My prayers and alms, imperiect and defil'd. 

Were but the feeble efforts of a child ; 

Howe'er perform'd, it was their brightest part. 

That th^ proceeded firom a grrateful heart; 

Oeans'd in thine own all-purifying blood, 

Forgive thehr evil, and accept tjieir good *, 

I out than at tby feet— my only plea 

J$ wb^t ft was, dependence upon Uice 
134 j3 
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While strnggline in the vale of tears below. 
That never fail'd, nor shall it fail me now. 

Angrelic gratalations rend the slcies, 
Pride falls unpitied, never more to rise, 
Homility is crown'd, and Faith receives the prize. 




EXPOSTULATION. 



Tnntae, tarn patient, nullo Mrtaniine tolli 
UuiiR bines? — Virg. 



Why weeps the muse for England ? Wliat appears 

In England's case, to move the mase to tears ? 

From side to side of her delightful isle 

Is she not clothed with a perpetual smile ? 

Can Nature add a charm, or Art confer 

A new-found luxury not seen in her ? 

"Where under heaven is pleasure more pursued. 

Or where does cold reflection less intrude P 

Her fields a rich expanse of wavy com, 

Four'd out from Plenty's ovoflowing horn ; 

Ambrosial gardens ; in which Art supplies 

The fervour and the force of Indian skies ; 

Her peaceful shores, where busy Commerce waits. 

To pour his golden tide through all her gates ; 

Whom fiery suns, that scorch the russet spice 

Of eastern groves, and oceans floor'd with ice, 

Forbid in vain to push his daring way 

To durker climes, or climes of brighter day ; 

Whom the winds waft where'er the billows roll. 

From the world's girdle to the firozeu pole -, 

The chariots bounding in her wheel- worn stsvets ; 

Her vaults below, where every vintage meets. 

Her theatres, her revels, and her sports ; 

The scenes to which not youth alone resorts. 

But age, in spite of weakness and of pain. 

Still haunts, in hope to dream of youth agedn ; 

All speak her happy: let the muse look round 

From east to west, no sorrow can be found : 

Or only what, in cottages confln'd. 

Sighs unregarded to the passing wind. 

Then wherefore weep for E.Tis\Axvdi> "'^lYyj^V v^r^vt^ 

In England's case to move \.Yveia\jL&« ^» \^kr»'^ 

The prophet wept for l«rae\ ♦, ^\&\C^\vNa «i«* 
Were /onntains fed with VnftxAU svaiyv'^e*"* 
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OUtas. BStd M plu^Iiica or convenieat taalK, 
JU iut'mt biui'd kuvH, or hahinn tools J 
AialVit ndctalnr W Us nelghlxiDi'B door, 
^ipnukBii iHb^nns hard to grind tlw pooTi 
TIi> putl*I btiuiee, aiid dceeUXnl wel(bt i 

Hjpottl«r, tOnMUtj In ptsjH, 
And the iloU urvlco of tho Up ircn tb«o. 
Htr Komtn, Insolait and KU-cBnw'd, 
By Vanl^*B niiiv«aried flneer dresfl'd, 
FcSEot ttig Ugsb, that drgin tean impart 



ie ground^ 



And BlEb'd (Or nery (Ool that Ontter" 
He taw hia people (lave b to cvei? 1 
Lewd, BvaHcious, anopuii. unjnsi i 



Wept Ull aU Ismel he 
Stamp'd vttb bts fool 
Bat wept, and atamp 
Fleaanre la deaf wHei 



TUl the toe fOnnd them, and down feU the tun 
Ijong time Auyria bound them in her chaio^ 
Tm ptnitCDce liad pnrg'd the poblic Kain, 
And C^a. with rdentdng pltj mov'd. 
Retnm'd them bappT to the land thrr loi'd; 
Ttm^ imof ag^nn proaperH?, a nhue 
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Bat man is fraO, and can but ill sustain 
A long immunity from grief and pain ; 
And after all the joys that Plenty leads, 
"With tiptoe step Vice silently succeeds. 

When he that rul'd them with a shepherd's rod, 
In form a man, in dignity a God, 
Came, not expected in that humble guise. 
To sift and search them with unerring eyes. 
He found, conceal'd beneath a fair outside. 
The filth of rottenness, and worm of pride. 
Their piety a system of deceit. 
Scripture employ'd to sanctity the cheat } 
The Pharisee the dupe of his own art. 
Self-idolized, and yet a knave at heart. 

When nations are to perish in their sins, 
'Tls in the church the leprof^ logins ; 
The priest, whose office is with zeal sincere 
To watch the fountain, and preserve it clear, 
CarelesslT nods and sleeps upon the brink. 
While others poison what the flock must druik, 
Or, waking at tbe call of lust alone. 
Infuses lies and errors of his own ; 
His unsuspecting sheep believe it pure { 
And, tainted by the very means of cure. 
Catch from each other a contagious spot. 
The foul forerunner of a gen'ral rot. 
Then T^th is hush'd,*that Heresy may preach. 
And all is trash, that Reason cannot reach : 
Then God*s own image on the soul impressed 
Becomes a mock'ry, and a standing je^t ; 
And faith, the root whence only can arise 
The graces of a Hfe that whis the skies. 
Loses at once all value and esteem, 
Pronounc*d by' greybeards a pernicious dream : 
Then Ceremony leads her bigots forth, 
Frepar*d to fight for shadows of no worth ; 
While truths, on which eternal thing^s depend. 
Find not, or hardly find, a single friend : 
As soldiers watch the signal of command. 
They learn to bow, to kneel, to sit, to stand; 
Happy to fill reli^on's vacant place 
With hollow form, and sesXxix^, «.xv^ ^giN2KAfi»> 

Such, when thcTeacYiex olYiXa c\vx\tdoL^«fc^««=** 
People and priest the «oii& ot \«raje\ Hi«t% \ 
Stiffin the letter, lax m tki« de^X^cv 
And import of their oiaclea ^'^'^^ « 
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Their leamingr legendary, false, absurd, 

And yet exalted above God's own word : 

Th^ drew a curse flrom an intended g^ood, 

Pufrd up with gifts they never understood. 

He judged them with as terrible a frown, 

As if not love, but wrath, had brought him down. 

Yet he was gentle as soft summer airs. 

Had grace for others* sins, but none for theirs ; 

Through all be spoke a noble plainness ran— 

Rhetoric is artifice, the worlc of man ; 

And tricks and turns, that fancy may devise, 

Are far too mean for Him that rules the skies. 

Th' astonish'd vulgar trembled while he tore 

The mask from faces never seen before ; 

He strippM th* imposters in the noonday sun, 

Show'd that they follow|| all they scem'd to shun ; 

Their prayers made public, their excesses kept 

As private as the chambers where they slept ; 

The temple and its holy rites profan'd 

By mumm*ries, he that dwelt in it disdain*d ; 

Uplifted hands, that at convenient times 

Could act extortion and the worst of crimes, 

Wash*d with a neatness scrupulously nice. 

And free from every taint but tliat of vice. 

Judgment, however tardy, mends ber pace 

When Obstinacy once has conquer'd Grace. 

They saw distemper heal'd, and life restor'd. 

In answer to the fiat of his word ; 

Confess'd the wonder, and with daring tongue 

Blasphem'd the authority from which it sprung. 

They knew by sure prognostics seen on high, 

The future tone and temper of the sky ; 

But grave dissemblers ! could not understand 

That Sin let loose speaks Punishment at hand. 

Ask now of history's authentic page. 
And call up evidence from every age ; 
Display with busy and laborious hand 
The blessings of the most indebted land ; 
What nation will you find whose annals prove 
So rich an int'rest in Almighty love ? 
Where dwell they now, where dwelt in ancient day 
A people planted, water'd, blest as they ? 
Let Egypt's plagues and Canaan's woes proclidm 
The farours pour*d upon the Jewish iv&vcve \ 
Their freedom purchas'd for them at the cost 
Of all their bard oppressors valued most •, 
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Their title to a oonntry not their own 
Made sure by prodigies till then unknown ; 
For them the states they left, made waste and yoid 
For them the states to which they went, destroy d ; 
A cloud to measure out their march by day. 
By night a fire to <dieer the gloomy way ; 
That moving signal summoning, when best. 
Their host to move, and when it stay'd, to rest. 
For them the rocks dissolv'd into a flood, 
The dews condensed into angelic food. 
Their very garments sacred, old yet new. 
And Time forMd to touch them as he flew ; 
Streams, swelPd above the ban)c, eix}oin*d to stand, 
While thev i>ass'd through to their appointed land : 
Their leader arm'd with meekness, zeal, and love. 
And grac'd with clear credentials from above : 
Themselves secur'd beneath tn* Almighty wing ! 
Tlieir God, their captain,* lawgiver, and king ; 
Crowu'd with a thousand vict'ries, and at last 
Lords of the conquer*d soil, there rooted fast. 
In peace possessing what they won by war, 
Their name far published, and rever*d as far: 
Where will you find a race like theirs, endow 'd 
With all that man ere wish*d, or Heaven bestow'd ? 

They, and they only, amongst all mankind, 
Receiv*d the transcript of the eternal mind ; 
Were trusted with his own engraven laws. 
And constituted guardians of his cause ; 
Theirs were the prophets, theirs the priestly call. 
And theirs by birth the Saviour of us all 
In vain the nations, that had seen them rise 
With fierce and envious, yet admiring eyes. 
Had sought to crush them, guarded as they were 
By power divine, and skill that could not err. 
Had they maintain'd allegiance firm and sure. 
And kept the fiuth immaculate and pure, 
Then the proud eagles of olUconqu'ring Rome 
Had found one city not to be o*ercome ; 
And the twelve standards of the tribes unfurlM 
Had bid defiance to the warring world. 
BvA grace abus'd brings forth the foulest deeds. 
As richest soil the most luzurlaxvt ^«.«.^%. 
Cur'd of the golden caWeft, \3bs\T \«»c.^^ ««v» 
They set up self, that \d!le ^^jA, Nfv^3D2acw^ 



i 



72 EXFOSTULATION. 

View*d a deliv*rer with disdain and hate, 
Who left them still a tributary state ; 
Seiz*d fost his hand, held out to set there flree 
From a wor3e yoke, and nail'd it to the tree : 
There was the consummation and the crowB, 
The flower of Israel's infamy full blown : 
Thence date their sad declension and their fall, 
llieir woes not yet repeal*d, thence date them all» 

Thus fell the l>e8t instructed in their day, 
And the most favour*d land, look where we may, 
Philosophy indeed on Grecian eyes 
Had pour'd the day, and cleor'd the Roman skies i 
In other climes perhaps creative Art, 
With power surpassing: theirs, perform 'd her part* 
Might give more life to marble, or might fill 
llie gl^Biing tablets with a justcr skill : 
Might shine in fable, and grace idle themes 
With all th' embroidery of poetic dreams j 
*Twas theirs alone to dive into the plan 
That Truth and Mercy had revcal'd to man ; 
And whUe the World beside, that plan unknown. 
Deified useless wood, or senseless stone, 
ThCT breath'd in faith their well dlrectcfl prayers, 
And the true God, the God of truth, was theirs. 

Their glory faded, and their race dispersM, 
The last of nations now, though once the first : 
I'hey warn and teach the proudest, would they learn 
Keep wisdom, or meet vengeance in your turn : 
If we escap'd not, if Heaven spared not us, 
Peel'd, scatter*d and exterminated thus } 
If vice receiv'd her retribution due. 
When we were visited, what hope for you ? 
When God arises with an awful frown 
To punish lust, or pluck presumption down j 
When g^fts perverted, or not duly priz'd. 
Pleasure o*ervalued, and his giace despin'd. 
Provoke the vengeance of his righteous hand. 
To iwnr down wrath upon a thankless land j 
He will be found impartially severe. 
Too just to wink, or speak the groil^ clear. 

O Israel, of all nations most undone I 
Thy ^Uadem displaced, thy sceptre gone ; 
Thy temple, once thy glory, faU*n and tai.^ " 
And tboa « irorsfajpper, e*en where tboa > 
Tbyr aenricea once boly, without spot, 
fav ^utdowa now, their ancient vorap to 
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Thy Levites, once a consecrated host. 

No longer Levites, and their lineage lost. 

And thou thyself o'er every country sown. 

With none on earth thatthoa canst call thine own} 

Cry aloud, thou that slttest in the dust, 

Cry to the proud, the cruel, and unjust : 

Knock at the g:ate8 of nations, rouse their fears j 

Say wrath is coming, and the storm appears j 

But raise the shrillest cry in British ears. 

What ails thee, restless as the waves that roar. 
And fling their foam ag:ainst the chalky shore ? 
Mistress, at least while Providence shall please, 
And trident-bearing queen of the wide scas~ 
Why, having kept good faith, and often shown 
Friendship and truth to others, find'st thou none ? 
Thou that hast set the persecuted tree. 
None interposes now to succour thee. 
Countries indebted to thy power, that shine 
With light deriv'd from thee, would smother thine; 
Thy very children watch for thy disgrace— 
A lawless brood, and curse thee to thy face. 
Thy rulers load thy credit, year by year, 
With sums Peruvian mines could never clear ; 
As if, like arches built with skilful hand. 
The more 'twere press'd, the firmer it would stand. 

The cry in all thy ships is still the same. 
Speed us away to battle and to fame. 
Thy mariners explore the wide expanse* 
Impatient to descry the flags of France ; 
But, tliough they fight as thine have ever fought. 
Return asham'd without the wreathes they sought, 
lliy senate is a scene of civil jar, 
Chaos of contrarieties at war ; 
Where sharp and solid, phlegmatic and light, 
Discordant atoms meet, ferment, and fight ; 
Where Obstinacy takes his sturdy stand, 
To disconcert what policy has plann'd ; 
Where Policy is busied all night long 
In setting right what faction has set wrong, 
Where flails of oratory thrash the floor. 
That yields them chaff and dust, and nothing more. 
Thy rack'd inhabitants repine, cornvtoiox, 
Tax'd till the brow ol lA\>o\a sw^^to Va-^^tov, 
War Jays a burden on t\\c tecYvcv^ ^^aiw. 
And peace does nothVx^ to teUcv^i XJaa ^^N«».\ 
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Til at couracrc is his creatnre ; and dimxiay 
The post, that at his bidding speeds away. 
Ghastly in feature, and his stamm'ring tongue 
With doleful humour and sad presage hung. 
To quell the valour of the stoutest heart, 
And teach the combatants a woman's piurt P 
That he bids thousands fly when none pursue^ 
Saves as he will by many or by few, 
And claims for ever, as his royal right, 
Th* event and sure decision of the fight. 

Hast thou, though suckled at fahr Freedom's breast. 
Exported slavery to the conquer'd east ? 
Puird down the grants India serv'd with dread. 
And rais'd thysel/, a greater, in their stead ? 
Gone thither arm*d and hungry, retum'd full. 
Fed from the richest veins of the Mogrul, 
A despot big with power obtained by wealth. 
And that obtain'd by rapine and by stealth ? 
With Asiatic vices stor'd thy mind. 
But left their virtues and thine own behind ? 
And, having truck'd thy soul, brought home the fee. 
To tempt the poor to sell himself to thee ; 

Hast thou by statute shov'd fi'ora its design 
Tlic Saviour's feast, bis own bless'd bread aiid wine. 
And made the symbols of atoning grace 
An offlce-key, a picklock to a place. 
That infidels may prove their title good 
By an oath dipp*d in sacramental blood ? 
A blot that will be still a blot, in spite 
Of all that grave apologists may write ; 
And though a bishop toil to cleanse the stain. 
He wipes and scours the silver cup in vaui. 
And hast thou sworn on every slight pretence. 
Till peijuries are common as bad pence, 
While Uiousands, careless of the damning sin. 
Kiss the book's outside, who ne'er look'U within ? 

Hast thou, when Heaven has cloth'd thee with disgrace. 
And, long provok'd, repaid thee to thy face, 
(For thou hast known eclipses, and endur'd 
Dimness and anguish, all thy beams obscur'd. 
When sin has shed dishonour on thy brow j 
And never of a sabler hue than ivow,\ ^ 

Hast thou, with heart peivet*^ wv^ c^w^OsKwsfc^^ ^^ 
Pespiaing all rebuke, rIVW pet«ft\«t*^. 
And having: choaeu ev\\, wjotrf^tXv^ T^^vvtxvca^ 
That cried. Repent \-faiA «\otV^ Vxx >i3K3 '^s^sv^* 
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Thy fastings, when calamity at last 

8agg:est th' expedient of a yearly fast, 

What mean they ? Canst thou dream there ii 

In lighter diet, at a later hour. 

To charm to sleep the thrcat'ning of the 8ki4 

And hide past folly from all-seeing eyes > 

The fast that wins deliv'rancc, and suspends 

The stroke that a vindictive Gkxl intends. 

Is to renounce hjrpocrisy ; to draw 

Thy life upon the pattern of the law ; 

To war with pleasure, idoliz'd before ; 

To vanquish lust, and wear its yoke no mor^« 

All fasting else, whate'er be the pretence. 

Is woing mercy by renew'd offence. 

Hast thou within, the sin that in old time 
Brought fire from heaven, the sex-abusing cV 
Whose horrid perpetration stamps disgrace. 
Baboons are tree f^om, upon human race ? 
Think on the fjruitful and we]l-water*d spot. 
That fed the flocks and herds of wealthy Lot? 
Where Paradise scem'd still vouchsafd on cj9k>^ 
Burning and scorch'd into perpetual dearth. 
Or, in his words who damn'd the base desiiW^ 
SufTring the vengeance of eternal fire : 
Then nature injurM, scandaliz'd, defUM, 
Unveil'd her blushing cheek, look'd on, and ^^ 
Beheld with joy the lovely scene defac'd. 
And prais'd the wrath that laid her beauties '^^ 

Far be the thought from any verse of min(? 
And farther still the form'd and flx'd desig^n. 
To thrust the charge of deeds that I detest. 
Against an innocent, unconscious breast : 
The man that dares traduce because he can 
With safety to himself, is not a man. 
An individual is a sacred mark. 
Not to be pierced in play, or in the dark. 
But public censure speaks a public foe. 
Unless a zeal for virtue guides the blow. 

The priestly brotherhood, devout, smcerc, 
From mean self-interest and ambition clear. 
Their hope in heaven, servility their scorn. 
Prompt to persuade, expostulate, and warn. 
Their ¥risdom pure, and given them from abo"* 
Their usefulness ensur'd by zeal and love, 
As meek as the man Moses, and witYvaX 
Asr boJd as in Agrippa's presence ¥au\. 
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ttvoxAd fly the world's contaminating toach. 
Holy and unpolluted :— are thine such Y 
Exc^ a few with Eli's spirit blessM. 
Hojphni and Phineas may describe the rest. 

Where shall a teacher look, in days lilce these. 
For ears and hearts that he can hope to please ? 
Look to the poor — ^the simple and the plain 
Will hear perhaps thy salutary strain : 
Humility is grentle, apt to learn. 
Speak but the word, will listen and return. 
Alas, not so ! the poorest of the flock 
Are proud, and set their faces as a rock : 
Denied that earthly opulence they choose, 
God*s better g^ift they scoff at and refuse. 
The rich, the produce of a nobler stem. 
Are more intellig:ent at least— try them. 
O vain inquiry ! they without remorse 
Are altogether gone a devious course : 
When beck'ning pleasure leads them, wildly stray. 
Have burst the bands, and cast the yoke away. 
Now borne upon the wings of truth sublime. 
Review thy dim original and prime. 
This island, spot of unreclaim'd rude earth. 
The cradle that received thee at thy birth, : 
Was rock'd by many a rough Norweigan blast, 
' And Duiish bowlings scar'd thee as they pass'd. 
For thou wast bom amid the din of arms. 
And 8uck*d a breast that panted with alarais 
While yet thou wast a grov'ling puling chit. 
Thy bones not fashlon'd, and thy joints not knit. 
The Roman taught thy stubborn knee to bow, 
Though twice a Caesar could not bend thee now. 
His victory was that of orient light. 
When the suns shafts disperse the gloom of night. 
Thy language at this distant moment shows 
How much the country to the couqu'ror owes : 
Expressive, energetic, and refln*d, 
It sparkles with the gems he left behind ; 
He brought thy land a blessing when he came. 
He found thee savage, and he left thee tame ; 
Taught thee to clothe thy pinkM and painted hide. 
And grace thy figure with a soldieT*& \!>xv\^\ 
He sow*d the seeCA of order viYvcxeXv^ '^«so^.« 
Improved thee far beyond \»s qj'wtv VcvXfttA.* 
-And, while he nil»d thee bj tYve wwoxd^Xow^* 
Afflde thee at last a ni ajrtVoi ^SVt.e \»» owtv- 
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To waste thy life in anna, or lay it down 

In causeless fends and bick'rings of their own. 

Thy parliaments ador'd on bended knees 

The sov'rcipity they were conven'd to please; 

Whate*er was ask*d, too timid to resist. 

Complied with, and were graciously dismissM j 

And if some Spartan soul a doubt express'd. 

And, blushing at the tameness of the rest, 

Dar*d to suppose the subject had a choice. 

He was a traitor by the gen*ral voice. 

Oh slave 1 with powers thou didst not dare exert, 

Verse cannot stoop so low as thy desert} 

It shakes the sides of splenetic Disdain, 

Thou self-entitled ruler of the main, 

To trace thee to the date when yon fair sea, 

TTiat cUps thy shores, had no such charms for thee j 

"When other nations flew from coast to coast, 

And thou had'st neither fleet nor flag to boast. 

Kneel now, and lay thy forehead hi the dust : 

Blush, if thou canst ; not petrified, thou must : 

Act but an honest and a faithful part; 

Compare what then thou wast with what thou art j 

And God's disposing providence confess'd. 

Obduracy itself must yield the rest, — 

Then thou art bound to serve him and to prove. 

Hour alter hour, thy gratitude and love. 

Has he not hid thee, and thy favour*d land, 
For ages, safe beneath his shelt'ringband. 
Given thee his blessing on the clearest proof. 
Bid nations leagu'd against thee stand aloof 
And oharg'd Hostility and Hate to roar, 
Where else they would, but not upoii thy shore ? 
His power secur'd thee, when presumptuous Spain, 
Baptized her fleet invincible in vain ; 
Her gloomy monarch, doubtful and resign»d 
To every pang that racks an anxious mind, 
Ask'd of the waves, that broke upon his coast. 
What tidings ? and the surge replied— All lost ! 
And when the Stuart leaning on the Scot, 
Then too much fear*d, and now too roueh forgot, 
Pierced to the very centre of the realm. 
And hop'd to seize his abdicated helm, 

•Twas hut to prove Yiovi «v\Asi>s\i ^\w ^S'SilU ^««^ 
He that had rais'd t\iee cowXOiXxfw^ ^VosStfe^Niaft^ ^^^'^ 

Peculiar is the grace \)^ tYite v^^®*^^"^/^* 

Thy foes implacable, tYvy \Mi^ ^J^- ^^^ ^ 
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Thy thnnden tntiel over esrtta ind seu. 
And bU at home li pleunrc, weiltb »nd «• 
"^ thus, extcndinc hii tempestuous ariD, 
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01 nirxTt the lioubled teene, 



Tlimt won ii Drmpb on thM iimuaital plat 
Uke ber the billed FbcBbiu iroo'd in rail 
Ilo found the htorel oidj— ha|ipier fou 
Tta' unfadlDE laurel, and the viigtai too :* 



0( eipectBtiun of the neil giir e leave -, 
Ob tblnk I If cliBrgeBbie witn ileep BTreua 
For sucb indul^nce ^Idiiie all thy yean. 
How nnieh. tboDth long nrgleded, ablnine yet. 
The beuiu of beaTenly truUi have swell'd the debl 
WlMu penccatlni ictd miule royal aport 
WHb tfirtnr'd Innocence In Mary's court. 

Enloy'd Che abow, and duic'd about the atalie i 

Those boly men, so full of truCb and ptce. 

In such a cause they could not dare to (ear i 
They coold not purchase earth with sucb a price, 
Ot spare a life too abort to reach the skies. 

Tbeiraeremniag bearts poor'd freely when they die 
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Those truths, which neither use nor yeers impair. 
Invite thee, woo thee, to the bliss they share. 
VThiut dotage will not vanity maintain ? 
What web too weak to catch a modem brain ? 
The moles and bats in full assembly finds 
€hi special search, the keen-eyed eagle blind. 
And did th^ dream, and art thou vdser now ? 
Prove it— if better, I submit and bow. 
Wisdom and goodness are twin-bom, one heart 
Mast hold both sisters, never seen i^^art. 
So then— as darkness overspread the deep. 
Ere nature rose from her eternal sleep 
And this delightful earth, and that fair sky, 
Leap'd out of nothing, caU*d by the Most High } 
•By such a change thy darkness is made lightj 
Thy chaos wder, and thy weakness might j 
And He, whose power mere nullity obeys. 
Who found thee nothing, fcnro'd thee for bis praise. 
To praise him is to serve him and fulfil. 
Doing and sufiTring his unquestiou'd will : 
*Tis to believe what men inspir*d of old. 
Faithful, and faithfully iuform*d, unfold; 
Candid and just, with no folse aim in view, 
^o take for truth what cannot but be true ; 
To learn in God*s own school the Christian part. 
And bind the task assign'd thee to thine heart : 
Happy the man there seeking and there found, , 
Happy the nation where such men abound. 

How shall a verse iminress thee ? by what name 
Shall I abjure thee not to court thy shame I* 
By theirs, whose bright example unimpeach'd ; 
Directs thee to that eminence they reach*d. 
Heroes and worthies of days past, thy sires ? 
Or his, who touch'd their hearts with hallow'd fires ? 
Their names, alas! in vain reproach an age. 
Whom all the vanities tliey scom'd engage ! 
And His, that seraphs tremble at, is hung 
Disgracdhally on every trifler*s tongue. 
Or serves t^e champion in forensic war, 
To flourish and parade with at the bar. 
Pleasure herself perhaps suggests a plea, 
If int*rest move thee, to pcreuaAfc ^'ca\JDR»\ 
By eveiy charm thiJt*iaafc*\Jceatv^««^»*^^ ^ 
BrkiyB posseas'd, and ioy% iiaMi \i^\^ va. ec»»afe» 
if dear society be wofttti a ttioxiit^^ ^^ 
And it the feast ol freedom ciltol x\»^^«^ 
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(at above all reflect, now vuxm^ 
"hose rights, that millions envy thee, appear, 
itiA thougrh resf^v'd to risk ^em, and swim dov 
."he tide of Pleasure, heedless of his flrown, 
rhat blessings truly saared, and when given 
dark'd with the signature and stamp of Heaven, 
rhe word of prophecy, those truths divine, 
fVhich make that heaven, if thou desire it, thine, 
Awful alternative! believed; belov'd, 
rhy glory, and thy shame if unimprov*d,) 
Are never long vouchsaf d if push'd aside 
With cold disgust or philosophic pride t 
And that. Judicially withdrawn, disgrace. 
Error, and darkness, occupy their place. 

A world is up in arms, and thou, a spot 
Not quickly found if negligently sought. 
Thy soul as ample as thy bounds are small, 
£ndur*st the brunt, and dar'st defy them all. 
And wilt thou join to this bold enterprise 
A bolder stiU, a contest with the skies ? 
Remember, if He guard thee, and secure, 
Whoe'er assiuls thee, thy success is sure ; 
But if He leave thee, though the skill and pow 
Of nations, sworn to spoil thee and devour, 
-. "--*~j *« «^hv sincle arm. 
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Miue, bang this harp apoa yon aged beedi; 
SUU iDorm'r&g with the solemn tmths I teach ; 
Aad while at intenrals a cold blast sings 
Through the dry leaves, and pants upon the strings } 
My sonl shall sigh in secret, and lament 
A nation sconig'd, yet tardy to repent. 
I know the warning song is song in vain : 
That few will hear, and fewer heed the strain i 
Bat if a sweeter voice, and one design'd 
A blessing to my country and mankind. 
Reclaim the wand*ring thousands, and bring home 
A flock so scatter'd and so wont to roam. 
Then place it once again between my knees : 
The sound of truth will then be sure to please : 
And truth alone, where'er my life be cast 
In scenes of i^ent^, or the pining waste. 
Shall be my chosen theme, my glory to the last. 



HOPE. 



, doeeas itar, et Mcrm ostia ptindu.— ffry. JEn. & 



Ask what is human life — the sage replies. 
With disappointment lowering in his eya, 
A painful passage o'er a restless flood, 
A vain pursuit of fugitive false good, 
A scene of fancied bliss and heartfelt care. 
Closing at last in darkness and despair } 
llie poor, inar*d to drudgery and distress. 
Act without aim, think little, and feel less. 
And no where, but in feign'd Arcadian scenes 
Taste happiness , or know what pleasure means. 
Riches are pass'd away from hand to hand. 
As fortune, vice, or folly, may command ; 
As in the dance the pair that take the lead 
Turn downward, and the lowest pair succeed, 

■ So shifting and so various is the plan. 
By which Heaven rules the mix'd affairs of man ; 
Vicissitude wheels round the motley crowd, 
The rich ^w poor, the poor become purse-proud ; 
Business is labour, and man's weakness such. 
Pleasure is labour too, and tires as mutdi. 
The very sense of it foregoes its use. 
By repetition pall*d, by age obtuse. 
Youth lost in dissipation we deplore. 
Through life's sad remnant, what no sighs restore; 
Our years, a fruitless race without a prize. 
Too many, yet too few to make us wise. 
Dangling his cane about, and taking snuff, 
LotluLrio cries. What philosophic stuff— 
O querulous and weak f— whose useless brain 
Once thought of nothing, and now thinks in vain ; 
Whose eye reverted, weeps o'er all the past. 
Whose prospect shows thee adisheaitened waste ; 
Woald age in thee resign his wintry reig^, 

-^^djoutb invigoraJte thaX /hune again* 
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Renew'd dttSact wcmid grace with other speech 
Joys always priz'd, when plac'd within our reach. 

For lift thy palsied head, shake off the gloom 
That overhangs the borders of thy tomb. 
See Nature gay, as when she first began 
With smiles alluring her admirer, man ; 
She spreads the morning over eastern hills, 
Earth glitters with the drops the night distils. 
The Sun obedient at ber call appears. 
To fling his glories o'er the robe she wears ; 
Banks clothed with flowers, groves flllM with sprightly 

sounds, 
Tbe yellow tilth, green meads, rocks, rising^ groonds. 
Streams edg'd witii osiers, fatt'ning every field. 
Where'er they flow, now seen and now concealM ; 
FYom the blue rim, where skies and mountains meet, 
Down to the very turf beneath thy feet. 
Ten thousand charms that only fools despise. 
Or Pride can look at with indifPrent eyes. 
All speak one language, all with one sweet voice 
Cry to her univenal realm. Rejoice ; 
Man fe^ tiie spur ot passions and desires. 
And she gives largely more than he requires; 
Not that his hours, devoted all to care. 
Hollow-eyed Abstinence, and lean Despair, 
The wretch may pine, while to his smell, taste, sigtit, 
She holds a panuUse of rich delight ? 
But gentle to rebuke his awkward fear, 
Tto prove that what she gives she gives sincere ; 
To banish hesitatiou, and proclaim 
His happiness, her dear, her only aim. 
'Tis grave philosoi^y's absurdest dream. 
That Heaven's intentions are not what they seem. 
That only shadows ore dispensed below, 
hjoA earth has no realily but wo. 

Thus things terrestrial wear a different hue, 
Vs youth or age persuades ; and neither true, 
o Flora*s wreath, though colour*d crystal seen, 

he rose or lily appears blue or green, 

at still th' imputed tints are those alone 

te medium represents, and not their own. 

To rise at noon, sit slipshod asoA. \)xAt««i^^ 
read the news, or fiddte aa %«i«rcA^M&^ 
half the worid cornea T«Jt\:^in« afcXiNa ^oc« 
Ul the dull vacuity tmtoQX \ 



So Yoid of all utility or aim. 
That poOT JonpiU, with almost crery tareathf 
Si^rhs for his exit, vulgarly call*d death : 
For he, with all his follies, has a mind. 
Not yet so blank, or fashionably blind. 
But now and then perhaps a feeble ray 
Of distant wisdom shoots across his way. 
By which he reads that life without a plan. 
As useless as the moment it began, 
Serves merely as a soil for discontent 
To thrive in; an incumbrance ere half spent. 
Oh ! weariness beyond what asses feci, 
That tread the circuit of the cistern wheel ; 
A dull rotation, never at a stay, 
Yestnday's face twin-image of to-day ; 
While conversation, an exhausted stock. 
Grows drowsy as the clicking of a clock. 
No need he cries, of gravity stuflPd out 
With academic digui^ devout. 
To read wise lectures, vanity the text ; 
Proclaim the remedy, ye learned, next } 
For truth self-evident, with pomp impress'd. 
Is vanity surpassing all the rest. 
Th«f. nkmndv. not hid in deeps profound. 
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Its YtHvub what no thought can ascertidn. 
Nor all' an angri's eloquence explain ; 
Men deal with life as children with their play, 
Who first misuse, then cast their toys awayi 
Live to no aoher purpose, and contend 
That their Creator had no serious end. 
When God and man stand opposite in view, 
Man's disfl^jpointment must of course ensue. 
The 'Just Creator condescends to write. 
In beams of inextinguishable light. 
His names of wisdon, goodness, power, and love. 
On all that blooms below, or shines above j 
To catch the wand'ring notice of mankind, 
And teach the world, if not perversely blind. 
His gracious attributes, and prove the share 
His ofBspring hold in his paternal care. 
If, led ftom earthly things to things divine. 
His creatures thwart not his august design. 
Then praise is heard instead of reasoning pride. 
And captious cavil and complaint subside. 
Nature empolyed in her allotted place, 
Is handmaid to the purposes of Grace ; 
By good vouchsaf d makes known superior good. 
And bliss not seen by blessings understood ; 
That bliss, reveal'd in Scripture, with a glow 
Bright as the covenaut-iusuring bow. 
Fires all his feelings with a noble scorn 
Of sensual evil, and thus hope is bom. 
Hope sets the stamp of vanity on all 
That men have deem*d substantial since the fall. 
Yet has the wondrous virtue to educe 
From emptiness itself a real use : 
And while she takes, as at a father's hand. 
What health and sober appetite demand. 
Tram fading good derives, with chymic arty 
That lasting happiness, a thankful heart. 
Hope, with uplilted foot, set free firom earth. 
Pants for the place of her ethereal hixtb. 
On steady virings sail through th* immense abyss, 
Plucks amaranthine joys from bowers of bliss. 
And crowns the soul, while yet a mourner here. 
With vnreaths like those trium^haxvt ^^SsSXa-sa^sss.. 
Hope, as an anchor ftrm «a.^svH»,\tf:^^ '^^^'^ 
The Christian veasel, anei OsAc&XlQfe^^^- 
Hope I nothing else can liOwAaXv w^^"^^^, 
IJis new-bom virtues, wqAvc^*«^^^'^'^^ - 
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Periiaps when sickness, or some featfhl dream. 

Reminds him of religion, hated theme ! 

Starts firom the down, on which she lately slept, 

Aiui tells of laws despis'd, at least not kept : 

Shows with a pointing finger, hut no noise, 

A pale procession of past sinftil joys. 

All witnesses of blessings foully scom'd. 

And life abus'd, and not to be subom'd. 

Mark these, she says ; these summoned flrom afar, 

Begrin their march to meet thee at the bar } 

There find a Judge inexorably just. 

And perish there, as all presumption must. 

Peace be to those (such peace as earth can give,) 
Who live in pleasure, dead e'en while they live ; 
Borne capable indeed of heavenly truth : 
But down to latest age, f^om earliest youth. 
Their mind a wilderness through want of core. 
The plough of wisdom never ent*ring there. 
Peace (if insensibility may claim 
A right to the meek honours of her name,) 
To men of pedigree, their noble race. 
Emulous always of the nearest place 
To any throne, except the throne of grace. 
Let cottagers and unenlighten'd swains 
Revere the laws they dream that Heaven ordains ; 
Resort on Sundays to the house of prayer. 
And ask, and fancy they find blessings there. 
Themselves, jierhaps, when weary they retreat 
T* ei\joy cool nature in a country seat, 
T* exchange the centre of a thousand trades. 
For clumps, and lawns, and temples, and cascades. 
May now and then their velvet cushions take. 
And seem to pray for good examples sake } 
Judging, in charity no doubt, the town 
Pious enough, and having need of none. 
Kmd souls ! to teach their tenantry to prize 
What tiiey themselves, without remorse, despise : 
Nor hope have they, nor fear of aught to come. 
As well for them hail prophesy been dumb ; 
They could have held the conduct they pursue 
Had Paul of Tarsus liv'd and died a Jew; 
And truth, propos'd to reaa'n.et% vi\&^ «&^&s^^ 
Is a pearl cast~comp\eteV9 caat w««3 • ^ ,^ «*«ei^ 

They die -DeatYi \ctiAa \J^«kv, \^a«s?<i, w^^>sb^'«W*^ ^ 
All the grim honoux^ ol 'toa «\»s»cs c«s»sx. m 
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Far other paintings grace the chamber now, 

Where late we saw the mimic landscape glow. 

The busy heralds hang the sable scene 

With mournjul 'scutcheons, and dim lamps between j 

Proclaim their titles to the crowd around. 

But they that wore them move not at the souud ; 

The coronet, plac'd idly at their head, 

Adds nothing now to the degraded dead : 

And even the star, that glitters on the bier, 

Can only say — Nobility lies here. 

Peace to all such ! 'twere pity to offend. 

By useless censure, whom we cannot mend } * 

Life without hope, can close but in despair, 

'Twas there we found them, and must leave them thei 

As, when two pilgrims in a forest stray. 
Both may be lost, yet each in his own way ; 
So fares it with tlie multitudes beguil'd 
In vain Opinion's waste and dangYous wild ; 
Ten thousands rove the brakes and thorns among. 
Some eastward, and some w^estward, and all wrung. 
But here, alas ! the fatal diffrence lies. 
Each man's belief is right in his own eyes } 
And he that blames what they have blindly chose. 
Incurs resentment for the love he shows. 

Say, botanist, within whose province fall 
The cedar and the hyssop on the waU, 
Of all that deck the lanes, the fields, the bowers, 
What parts the kindred tribes of weeds and flowers ? 
Sweet scent, or lovely form, or both combin'd, 
Distinguish every cultivated kind ; 
The want of both denotes a meaner breed. 
And Chloe Irom her garland picks the weed. 
Thus hopes of every sort, whatever sect 
Esteem them, sow them, rear them, and protect, 
If wild in nature, and not duly found, 
Gethsemane ! in thy dear hallow'd ground 
That cannot bear the blaze of Scripture light. 
Nor cheer the spirit, nor refresh the sight. 
Nor animate the soul to Christian deeds, 
(Oh cast them from thee !) are weeds, arrant weeds. 

Ethehred's house, the centre of six ways. 
Diverging each flrom each, like equal rays. 
Himself as bountiful as April rains, 
Xord joaramount of the surrounding plains, 
Wou/dgive relief <^ bed and board to none 
^utg-uests that soaght it in th* appointed One } 
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AxvQLthey miflit enter at his open door» 

E*en till his spacioos hall would hold no more. 

He sent a servant forth by every road. 

To sound his horn, and publish it abroad. 

That all might mark— knight, menial, high and low 

An ordinance it concem'd them much to know. 

If, after all, some headstrong hardy lout 

Would disobey, though sure to be shut out. 

Could he with reason murmur at his case, 

Himself sole author of his own disgrace ? 

No ! the decree was just and without flaw : 

And he, that made, had right to make the law } 

His sov*reign power and pleasure unre8train*d« 

Tl^ wrong was his who wrongrTully complain'd* 

Y«t half mankind maintain a churlish strile 

"With him, the Donor of eternal life. 

Bemuse the deed by which his love confirms 

The largess he bestows, prescribes the terms. 

Compliance with his will your lot insures, 

Accept it only, and the boon is yours. 

And sure it is as kind to smile and give, 

As with a firown to say. Do this and live. 

Love is not pedlar's trump'ry bought and sold : 

He will give freely, or he vill withhold ; 

His soul abhors a mercenary thought. 

And him as deeply who abhors it not ; 

He 8tipulirf«s indeed, but merely this. 

That man will freely take an unbought bliss. 

Will tnist him for a faithful gen*rous part. 

Nor set a price upon a willing heart. 

Of all the ways tiiat seem to promise fair, 

To place you where his saints his presence share. 

This only can ; for this plain cause, expressed 

In terms as plain. Himself has shut the rest. 

But oh the strife, the bick*ring, and debate. 

The tidings of unpurchas'd heaven create I 

The flirted fan, the bridle, and the toss. 

All speakers, yet all language at a loss. 

From stucco'd walls smart arguments rebound. 

And beaux, adept in every thing profound. 

Die of disdain, or whistle ofT the sound. 

Such is the clamour of rook«, ^""n^i, «cA>i^^K»>> 

The explosion ot the leveW A. \MJofc ««i&R», 

Where mouldering «WV>cj-n»»S» c?«t\w«ew^;®» «^^^* 

And oaks coeval a^Tead a tas>>»ro*«^ «o»o»* 
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The screaming nations, hov'ring in mid air. 
Loudly resent the strangpcr's fireedom there. 
And seem to warn him never to repeat 
His bold intnision on their dark retreat. 

Adieu, Vinosa cries, ere yet he sips 
The purple bumper trembling: at liis lips. 
Adieu to all morality ! if Grace 
Make works a vain ing^redicnt in the case. 
The Christian hope is — Waiter, draw the cork' 
If I mistake not— Blockhead ! with a fork !— 
Without good works, whatever some may boa 
Mere folly and delusion— Sir, your toast. 
My firm persuasion is, at least sometimes. 
That Heaven will weigh man*s virtues and his 
With nice attention, in a rig;htcous scale. 
And save or damn as these or those prevail. 
I plant my foot upon this ground of trust. 
And silence every fear with— God is Just. 
But if perchance on some dull drizzling day 
A thought intrude, that says or seems to say. 
If thus th' important cause is to be tried. 
Suppose the beam shall dip on the wrong side 
I soon recover from these needless frights. 
And God is merciful — sets all to rights, 
llius between Justice, as my prime support. 
And mercy fled to as the last resort, 
I glide and steal along with heaven in view, 
And,— pardon me, the bottle stands with you. 

I never will believe, the Colonel cries. 
The saug^uinary schemes that some devise. 
Who make the good Creator on their plan 
A being of less equity than man. 
If appetite, or what divines call lust. 
Which men comply with, e*en because they v 
Be punish*d with perdition, who is pure P 
Then theirs, no doubt, as well as mine, is s' 
If sentence of eternal pain belong 
To every sudden slip and transient wrong 
Then Heaven enjoins the fallible and fra? 
A hopeless task, and damns them if the: 
My creed (whatever some creed-makers 
By Athanasian nonsense, or Nicene) 
JfcCr creed is, be is safe that does Yi!ka \m 
And death's a doom sufficient foe tY^ 
Right, aajB an ensigrn ; anc\, for owv 
Your faith and mine substautiaAy agt 
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The best of eveiy man's performance here 

Is to discharge the duties of his sphere. 

A lawyer's dealings should be just and fair, 

Honesly shines with great advantage there. 

Fasting and prayer sit well upon a priest. 

A decent caution and reserve at least. 

A soldier's best is courage in the field. 

With nothing here that wants to be concealed i 

Manly deportment, gallant, easy, gay ; 

A hand as liberal as the light of day. 

The soldier thus endow'd, who never shrinks. 

Nor closets up his thoughts, what'er he thinks. 

Who scorns to do an injuiy by stealth. 

Must go to Heaven— and I must drink his health. 

Sir Smug, he cries (for lowest at the board. 

Just made fifth chaplain of his patron lord. 

His shoulders witnessing, by many a shrug. 

How much his feelings suflfer'd, sat Sir Smug,) 

Your office is to winnow false from true : 

Ck>me, prophet, drink, and tell us what think you ? 

Sighing and smiling as he takes his glass. 
Which they that woo preferment rarely pass, 
FaJIible man, the church-bred youth replies, 
Is still found fallible, however wise ; 
And diffring judgments serve but to declare. 
That truth lies somewhere, if we knew but where. 
Of all it ever was my lot to read. 
Of critics now alive, or long since dead, 
The book of all the world that charmed me most. 
Was, — ^well-a-day, the title-page was lost ; 
The writer well remarks, a heart that knows 
To take with gratitude what Heaven bestows. 
With prudence always ready at our call. 
To guide our use of it, is all in all. 
Doubtless it is. — ^To which of my own store, 
I superadd a few essentials mere ; 
But these, excuse the liberty I take, 
1 wave just now, for conversation's sake.— 
Spoke like an oracle, they all exclaim. 
And add Right Rev'rend to Smug's honour'd name. 

And yet our lot is given us in a land 
Where busy arts are never at a «tdsA« 
Where Science points bes teieftCjCsv^Sfi «S^» 
Familiar with the vronden ol >A« «^Vs \ 
Where bold Inquiry. dWto? ^J^^jl^^Jo^^^'^v 
BrmgB many a prei^ooB v^axl cl troSJa. -w »»^ 
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Where nought eludes the persevering quest 
That fashion, taste, or luxury suggest. 

But, above all, in her awn light array'd 
See Mercy's grand apocalypse display'd ! 
The sacred book no longer suffers wrong, 
Bound in the fetters of an unknown tongue ; 
But speaks with plainness, art could never mend, 
What simplest minds can soonest comprehend. 
God gives the word, the preachers throng around, 
Live firom his lips, and spread the glorious soiuid : 
That sound bespeaks salvation on her way, 
Hie trumpet of her life-restoring day; 
'Tis heard where England's eastern glory shines. 
And in the gulfs of her Comubian mines. 
And still it spreads. See Germany sends forth 
Her sons* to pour it on the farthest north : 
FVd with ft zeal peculiar, they deiy 
The rage and rigour of a polar sky. 
And plant successfully sweet Sharon's rose 
On icy plains, and in eternal snows. 

O bless'd within th' enclosure of your rockt«. 
Nor herds have ye to boast, nor bleating flocki } 
No fertilizing streams your fields divine. 
That show revers'd the villas on their side : 
No groves have ye ; no cheerful sound of bird 
Or voice of turtle in your land is heard ; 
Nor grateful eglantine regales the smell 
Of those that walk at ev*ning where ye dwell : 
But Winter, arm'd with terrors here unknown. 
Sits absolute on his unshaken throne ; 
Piles up his stores amidst the frozen waste, 
And bids the mountains he has built stand fast, 
Beckons the legions of his storms away 
From happier scenes, ito n^e your land a pr:y } 
Proclaims the soil a cori^ucst he has won. 
And scorns to share it.^th the distant sun. 
Yet Truth is yours, remote, unenvied isle ! 
' And Peace, the genuine oflbpring of her smile } 
The pride of letter*d Ignorance, that binds 
In chains of error our accomplish'd minds. 
That decks, with all the splendour of the true, 
A false religion, is unknown to you. 
Nature, indeed, fbuchsafes for our delight 
72ie sweet wiciaaitades of day and night j 

^TkeJfonvlMa Mimhamriea In Greenland.— S^e l^tatvU 
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Soft airs and genial moisture fee<^ and cheer. 
Field, firait and flower, and every creature here, 
But brighter beams than his who fires the skies. 
Have risen at length on your admiring eyes, 
That shoot into your darkest caves the day, 
From which our nicer optics turn away. 

Here see th' encouragement Grace gives to vice, 
The dire effect of mercy without price I 
What were they ? what some fools are made by art, 
They were by nature, atheists, head and heart, 
The gross idolatry blind heathens teach 
Was too refln*d for them, beyond their reach. 
Not e'en the glorious Sun, though men revere 
The monarch most, that seldom wiU appear, • 
And though his beams, that quicken where they shine } 
May claim some right to be esteeem'd divine. 
Not e'en the sun, desirable as rare. 
Could bend one knee, engage one vot*ry there i 
They were what base Credulity believes 
True Christians are dissemblers, drunkards, thieves. 
The full-gorg'd savage, at his nauseous feast, 
Spent half the darkness, and snor'd out the rest ; 
Was one, whom Justice, on an ef^ual plan, 
Denouncing death upon the sins of man. 
Might almost have indulgVI with an escape. 
Chargeable only with a human shape. 

What are they now ? — Morality may spare 
Her grave concern, her kind suspicions there ; 
The wretch who once sang wildly, danc'd and laugh'd. 
And suck'd in dizzy madness with his draught, 
Has wept a silent flood, revers'd his ways, 
Is sober; meek, benevolent, and prays. 
Feeds sparingly, communicates his store. 
Abhors ^0 cnut he boasted of before. 
And he that stole, has leam'd to sieal no more. 
Well spake the prophet. Let the desert sing, 
Where sprang the thorn, the spiry flr shall spring. 
And where unsightly and rank thistles grew. 
Shall grow the mjrrtle and luxuriant yew. 

Go now, and with important tone demand 
On what foundation virtue is to stand; 
If self-exalting claims be tom^dL «AtSSX*, 
And gnce be grace ind^V, axv^M^ «» ^i2^. \ 
The poor reclaim*d inhabVtoxA., "Wks ei«* 
GJisVDing at once vritYi pVt^ MwQ^ %\jxvcns»» 



Dd HOPE. 

Amoz'd that shadows should obscure the laght 
Of one, whose birth was in a land of liffht. 
Shall answer, Hope, sweet Hope, has set me flree. 
And made all pleasures else mere dross to me. 

These, amidst scenes as waste as if denied 
The common care that waits on all besidCp 
Wild as if Nature there, void of all good, 
Play'd only gambols in a Itantic mo<xl, 
( Vet charge not heavenly skill with Iiaving planu'd 
A plaything world, un wealthy of his hnnd ;} 
Can see his love though secret evil lurks 
In all we touOh, stamp'd plainly on his w<'rks{ 
Deem life a blessing with its num'rous woes. 
Nor spum,away a gift a (led bestows. 
Hard task, indeed, o*er arctic seas to roam; 
Is hope exotic ? grows it not at home ? 
Yes, but an object, biight as orient mom. 
May press the eye too closely to be borne ; 
A distant virtue we can all confess. 
It hurts our pride, and moves our envy less. 
I^uconomus beneath well-sounding Greek, 
I slur a name a poet must not Kpeak) 
Stood {jilloried on Infamy's high stage. 
And bore tlie pelting scorn of half an age } 
Tlie very b^itt of Slander, and the blot 
For every dart that Malice ever shot. 
The man that mention'd him at once dismissed 
All mercy from his lips, and sneer'd and hiss'd -, 
His crimes were such as Sodom never knew, 
And Peijury stood up to swear all true ; 
His aim was mischief, and his zeal pretence. 
His speech rebellion against common sense ; 
A knave, when tried on honesty's plain rule; 
And when l^ what of reason, a mere fool ; 
The world's best comfort was, his doom wa 
Die when he might, he must be Damn*d at 
Now, Tliith, perform thine office, waft r 
Tlie curtain drawn by Prejudice and Prid' 
Reveal (the man is dead) to wond'ring c 
Tliis more than monster, in his proper g 
He lov'd the world tliat hated him ; tb 
That dropp'd upon his Bible was since 
AssaU'd by scandal and the tongue ot 
His only answer was a blameVcs^Wle 
^dhe thatfore*d, and he thattYkxeN 
fad eaoh a brother's Interest \n \\\a ^ 
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Fftol's lore of Christ, and steadiness onbribcd. 

Were celled close in him, and well transcribed. 

He follow*d Paul ; his zeal a kindred flame, 

His apostolic charity the same. 

Like him, cross'dcheerfally tempestuous seas, 

Forsaking country, kindred. Mends, and ease : 

Like him he labour'd, and like him content 

To bear it, suffer*d shame where'er he went. 

Blush, Calumny ! and write upon his tomb. 

If honest Eulogy can spare the room. 

Thy deep repentance of thy thousand lies. 

Which, aim'd at him, have pierc*d th* offended skies I 

And say. Blot out my sin, confessed, deplor'd, 

Against thine image, in thy saint, O Lord I 

No blinder big^ot, 1 maintain it still. 
Than he who must have pleasure, come what will : 
He laughs, whatever weapon Truth may draw. 
And deems her sharp artillery mere straw. 
Scripture indeed is plain j but God and he 
On Scripture ground are sure to disagree; 
Some wiser rule must teach him how to live, 
Than this his Maker has seen fit to give ; 
Supple and flexible as Indian cane. 
To tsJEe the bend his appetites ordain; 
Contriv*d to suit flrail Nature's crazy case. 
And reconcile his lust with saving grace. 
By this, with nice precision of design. 
He draws upon life's map a zigzag line. 
That shows how far 'tis safe to follow sin. 
And where his danger and Ood's wrath begin. 
By this he forms, as pleas'd he sports along. 
His weU-pois'd estimate of right and wrong ; 
And finds the modish manners of the day. 
Though loose, as harmless as an infant's play. 

Built 1^ whatever plan Caprice decrees. 
With what materials, on what ground yon please ; 
Your hope rtiall stand unblam'd, perhaps admir d, 
If not that hope the Scripture has requir'd, 
The strange conceits, vain projects, and wild dreams, 
With which hypocrisy for ever teems, 
(Though other follies strike the public eye. 
And raise a langh,) pass unmolve^eOi V>i % 
But if, unUamable in word vod Wiow'^Vi 
A man arise, a man -whom God \«»\»»^^V, 
V!ith all ElUah'B dleuity oitcme. 
And all the love of the beioscd 3o\)SV« 
154 G 
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To storm the citadels they build in air, 

And smite th* untemper'd wall j 'tis death to spare 

To sweep away all refuges of lies, 

And place, instead of quirks themselves devise, 

Lama Sabackthani before their eyes ; 

To prove, that without Christ all gain is loss. 

All hope despair, that stands not on his cross. 

Except the few his God may have impress'd, 

A tenfold fi^nzy seizes all the rest. 

Throughout m<mkind, the Christian kind at least. 
There dwells a consciousness in every breast, 
That folly ends where genuine hope begins, 
And he that finds his heaven must lose his sins. 
Nature opposes with her utmost force 
This riving stroke, this ultimate divorce ; 
And, while religion seems to be her view. 
Hates with a deep sincerity the true: 
For this, of all that ever influencM man. 
Since Abel worshipp'd, or the world began. 
This only spares no lust, admits no plea. 
But makes him, if at all, completely free ; 
Sounds forth the signal, as she mounts her car. 
Of an eternal, universal war ; 
Rqjects all treaty, penetrates all wiles. 
Scorns with the same indifiT'rence, frowns and smile 
Drives through the realms of Sin, where Riot reels. 
And grinds his crown beneath her burning wheels I 
Hence all that is in man, pride, pcuasion, art. 
Powers of .the mind, and feeUngs of the heart. 
Insensible of Truth's almighty charms. 
Starts at her first approach, and sounds to arms 1 
While Bigotry, with well-dissembled fears. 
His eyes shut fast, his fingers in his ears. 
Mighty to parry and push by God's word 
With senseless noise, his argument the sword. 
Pretends a zeal for godliness and grace. 
And spits abhorrence in the Christian's face. 

Parent of Hope, immortal Truth 1 make known 
Thy deathless wreaths, and triumphs all thine own ; 
The silent progpress of thy power is such. 
Thy meafis so feeble, and deapis'd so much. 
That few believe the wonders thou hasC wrought. 
And none can teach them, but whom thou hast tauj 
O see me awom to serve thee, and command 
A painter'B akill into a poet's hand, 
Tlta^ while I tremhUng trace a work divine. 
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FancT may stand aloof from the dcsig^n. 

And light, and shade, and every stroke be thine. 

If ever thou hast felt another's pain. 
If ever when he sigh'd hast sigh'd ag^n. 
If ever on thv eyelid stood the tear 
That pity had engender*d, drop one here. 
This man was happy— had the worid's good word. 
And with it every Joy it can aflbrd ; 
Friendship and love seem'd tenderly at strife, 
HVhich most shoold sweeten his untroubled lifej 
Politely leam'd, and of a gentle race. 
Good breeding and good sense gave all a grace. 
And whether at the toilet of the fair 
He laugh*d and trifled, made him welcome there. 
Or if in masculine debate he sbar'd 
Ensur'd him mute attention and regard. 
Alas, how chang*d 1 Expressive of his mind 
His eyes are sunk, arms folded, head reclined. 
Those awful syllables, hell, death, and sin. 
Though whisper'd, plainly tell what works within. 
That conscience there performs her proper part. 
And writes a doomsday by sentence on his heart t 
Forsaking, and forsaken of all Mends, 
He know perceives where earthly pleasure ends; 
Hard task ! for one who lately knew no care. 
And harder still has learnt beneath despair : 
His hours no longer pass unmark'd away, 
A dark importance saddens every day : 
He hears the notice of the clock perplex'd. 
And cries, Perhaps eternity strikes next; 
Sweet music is no longer music here. 
And laughter sounds like madness in his ear; 
His grief the World of all her power disarms. 
Wine has no taste, and beauty has no charms : 
God's holy Word, once trivial in his view, 
Now by the voice of his experience true. 
Seems, as it is, the fountain whence alone 
Must spring that hope he pants to make his own. 

Now let the bright reverse be known abroad; 
Say man's a worm, and power belongs to God. 

As when a felon, whom his country's laws 
Have Justly doom'd for some «XtoAcjx» ^assast* 
Aspects in darkness aTvdYvewrt.-c>ciJ\\vc\^^«w%'. 
"he shamefol close ol al\ YvVs m\%-«vc^'«' ^««* 

chance, on heavy pVnVoua Ao^nVj ^521^'^ 

tempest usher \n the dtcaAlvjX tftora. 
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Upon his dancreon walls the lightnings play. 
The thunder seems to sumnaon him away, 
The warder at the door his key applies, 
Shoots back the bolt, and all his couraf^c dies 
If ttien, Just then, all thoughts of mercy losi. 
When Hope, long ling'ring, at last yields the 
The sound of pardon pierce his startled ear. 
He drops at once his fetters and bis fear ; 
A transport glows in all he looks and speaks. 
And the first thankful tears bedew his cliceka> 
Joy, far superior joy, that much outweighs 
The comfort of a few poor added days. 
Invades, possesses, and o'erwhelms the sool 
Of him, whom Hope has with a touch made v 
'Tis heaven, all heaven descending on the wii 
Of the glad legions of the King of kings ; 
'Tis more— 'tis God difihs'd tlirough every par 
'TIS God himself triumpliant in his hcturt. 
O welcome now the Sun's once hated light. 
His noonday beams were never half so bright 
Not kindred minds alone are call'd to employ 
Tlieir hours, their days, in list'ning to bis joy 
Unconscious nature, all that he surveys. 
Rocks, groves, and streams, must join him in 

These are thy glorious works, eternal Trutli 
The scoff of wither'd age and beardless youth 
These move the censure and illib'ral grin 
Of fools, that hate thee and delight in sin; 
Out these shall last when night has quench*d 
And heaven is all departed as a scroll, 
>nd when, has Justice has long suice decrecc 
lliis Earth shall blaze, and a new world succ 
Then these tliy glorious works, and they who 
That hope, which can alone exclude despair. 
Shall live exempt firom weakness and decay. 
The brightest wonders of an endless day. 

Happy the bard, (if that fair name belong 
To him that blends no fable with his song,) 
Whose lines uniting by an honest art. 
The faithful monitor's and poet's part. 
Seek to delight that they may mend manV 
And, while tiiey captivate, inform the mi; 
8tiU bap[Aer, if be tiU a thsnkfa\ aoVL, 
And fhiit reward bis honooxabVe to^ -. 
Sat happier tur, who ccimfort tbo^c X.\ 
To hear plain truth at Jadah^a VxaXkicxs 



HOPE. 

Their lang:Qai:e simple, as their manners meek. 
No shining: omammts have they to seek ; 
Nor labour they, nor time nor talent waste. 
In sortinsT flowers to suit a fickle taste ; 
But while they speak the wisdom of the skies. 
Which art can only darken and disgfuise, 
Th* abundant harvest, recomiienoe divine. 
Repays their work— the gleaning only mine. 
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Quo nihil majut melinsTe (•rrl« 

Ffita donnTere, bonique divi ; 

Neo dabunt. qunmvU redeant in annim. 

Tempora priacum.— Hor. Liu. Iv. Od. il 



Fairsst and foremost of the train, that wait 

On man's most dignified and happiest state, 

Whether we name thee Charity or Love, 

Chief grace below, and all in all above. 

Prosper (I press thee with a powerful plea; 

A task I venture on, impeird by thee : 

O never seen but in thy blest effects. 

Or felt but in the soul that Heaven selects } 

Who seeks to praise thee, and to make thee known 

To other hearts, must have thee in his own. 

Come, prompt me with benevolent desires. 

Teach me to kindle at thy gentle fires. 

And, though disgrac'd and slighted, to redeem 

A poet's name, by making thee the theme. 

God, working ever on a social plan. 
By various ties attaches man to man : 
He made at first, though free and unconfln'd. 
One man the common father of the kind; 
That every tribe, though plac*d as he sees best. 
Where seas or deserts part them from the rest, 
DifTring in language, manners, or in face. 
Might feel themselves allied to all the race. 
When Cook — lamented, and with tears as Just 
As ever mingled with heroic dust,~ 
Steer'd Britain's oak into a world unknown, 
And in his country's glory sought his own. 
Wherever he found man, to nature true. 
The Agbta ci man were sacred in his view ; 
Hesooth'd with gifts, and greeted with a smUo. 
Tbe simple native oi the new-found isle j 



. . ^ .w* ottvo^c lives he S£ 
See Cortcz odious for a world enslav'd ! 
"Where wast thou then, sweet Charity? w. 
Thou tutelary Mend of helpless men ? 
Wast thou in monkish cells and nunu'ries 
Or building hospitals on English ground ? 
No,— Mammon makes the world his legate 
Through fear, not love ; and Heaven abho 
Wherever found, (and all men need thy cai 
Nor age nor infancy could find thee there. 
The hand that slew till it could slay no m* 
Was glued to the sword-hilt with Indian go 
Their prince, as justly seated on his throne 
As vain imperial Philip on his own, 
Trick'd out of all his royalty by art. 
That stripp'd him bare, and broke his hone 
Died by the sentence of a shaven priest. 
For scorning what they taught him to dete: 
How dark the veil that intercepts ttie blaze 
Of Heaven's mysterious purposes and ways 
God stood not, though he seem'd to stand. 
And at this hour the conqueror feels the pre 
The wreath he won drew down an instant 
The firetting plague is in the public purse, 
The canker'd spoil corrodes the n»n*«n. -*-*- 
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Heaven spread the canTaas, gallantly nnfarl'd 
To tarnish and accommodate a world* 
To give the pole the produce of the son. 
And knit th' unsocial climates into one. 
Soft airs and gentle hearings at the wave 
Impel the fleet, whose eirand is to save. 
To succour wasted regions, and replace 
T^ smile of Opulence in Sorrow's face.— 
Let nothing adverse, nothing unforseeu. 
Impede the bark that ploughs the deep serene, 
Charg'd with a fireight transcending in its worth 
The gems of India, Nature's rarest birth. 
That flies, like Grabriel on his Lord's commands, 
A herald of God's love to pi^ran lands. 
But ah ! what wish can prosper, or what prayer 
For merchants rich in cargoes of despair. 
Who drive a loathsome trafiQc, gauge, and span. 
And buy the muscles and the bones of man ! 
I'lie tender ties of father, husband, friend. 
All bonds of nature in that moment end : 
And each endures, while yet he draws his breath, 
A stroke as fatal as the scythe of Death. 
The sable warrior, frantic with regret 
Of her he loves, and never can forget. 
Loses in tears the far-receding shore. 
But not the thought that they must meet no more i 
Depriv'd of her and freedom at a blow, 
What has he left that he can yet forego ? 
Yes, to deep sadness sullenly resign'd. 
He feels his body's bondage in his mind ; 
Puts off his gen'rous nature ; and, to suit 
His manners with his fate, puts on the brute. 

Oh most degrading of all ills, that wait 
On man, a mourner in his best estate ! 
All other sorrows Virtue may endure. 
And find submission more than half a cure; 
Grief is itself a medicine, and bestow'd 
To improve the fortitude that bears the load. 
To teach the wand'rer, as his woes increase. 
The path of Wisdom, all whose paths are peace 
Bat slav'ry I — Virtue dreads it as her grave : 
Patience itself is meanness in a slave •, 
Or it the will and Bovereigutj oil Oo^ 
Bat suffer it a while and kiaa t\ie todi. 
Wait for the dawning ol & \)T\g\vt«t (\«S% 
And snap the chain the moment. v«\tfiw 'S^'^ ^^^* 
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Nature tanprinte apon whate'er wc see. 
That has a heart and life in it. Be tree ; 
The beasts are charter'd — ^neitlkcr a^ nor force 
Can quell the love of freedom in a horse : 
He breaks the cord that held him at the rock } 
And, conscioaa of an unencuniber'd back, 
Snuflh up the morning air, forgets tlic rein i 
Loose fly his forelock and his ample mane ; 
Responsive to the distaiit neigh he neighs j 
Nor stops till, overleaping all delays. 
He finds the pasture where his fellows graze. 

Canst thou, and honour'd with a Christian nama^ 
Buy what is woman-bom, and feel no shame; 
Trade in the blood nf innocence, and plead 
Expedience as a warrant for the deed ? 
So may the wolf, whom famine has made boId« 
To quit the lorcst and invade the fold : 
So may the rufllan, who, with ghostly glide, 
Dagger in hand, steals close to your bedbidej 
Not he, but his emergency forcM the door. 
He found it inconvenient to be poor. 
Has God then given Its sweetness to the canCp 
Unless Ids laws be trampled on-^in vain ? 
Built a brave world which cannot yet subsisti 
Unless his right to rule it be dismiss'd ? 
Impudent blasphemy ! So Folly pleads. 
And, Av'rice being judge, with ease succeeds. 

But grant the plea, and let it stand for just. 
That man make man his prey, because he mutt ! 
Still there is room for pity to abate. 
And soothe the sorrows of so sad a state. 
A Briton knows, or if he knows it not, 
Tlie Scripture plac*d within his reach, he ought. 
That souls have no discriminating hue. 
Alike important in their Maker's view ; , 
lliat none are ftce firom blemish since the fall, 
And Love divine has paid one price for all. 
The wretch, that works and weeps without relief. 
Has none that notices his silent grief. 
He, fjrom whose hands alone all power proceeds 
Ranks its abuse among the foulest decih). 
Considers all iitjustice with a fh)wn ; 
But mark* the man that txcait^ YvVa IcWon* ^jonta. 
Bf^rone— the whip and heW Vu t\k«ib\i«x^\»xA 
Are /ifl tef ul cusigriis of visurv^d cotcviaaax^* 
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Not Mexico could purchase kingrs a claim 
To scourge him, weariness his only blame. 
Remember Heaven has an avenging rod : 
To smite the poor is treason against Qod. 

Trouble is grudgingly and hardly brook*d 
V^hile life's sublimest joys are ovcrlook'd : 
We wander o*er a sunburnt thirsty soil, 
Murm'ring and weary of our daily toil. 
Forget t' enjoy the palm tree's offer'd shade. 
Or taste the foiintain in the neighb'ring glade : 
Else who would lose, that had the power t* improve 
Th' occasion of transmuting fear to love ? 

*tis a godlike privilege to save. 

And he that scorns it is himself a slave. 
Inform his mind ; one flash of heavenly day 
Would heal his heart, and melt his chains away. 
*' Beauty for ashes" is a gift indeed. 
And slaves, by truth enlarged, are doubly flreed. 
Then would he say, submissive at thy feet. 
While gratitude and love made service sweet,— 
My dear deliv'rer out of hopeless night. 
Whose bounty bought me but to give me light, 

1 was a bondman on my native plain. 

Sin forg'd, and Ignorance made fast, the chain ; 
Thy lips have sh^ instruction as the dew, 
Taught me what path to shun, and what piirsue j 
Farewell, my former joys ! I sigh no more 
For Africa's once lov*d, benighted shore, 
Serving a benetactor, 1 am tree ; 
At my best home, if not exil'd from thee. 

Some men make a fountain, whence proceeds 
A stream of lib'ral and heroic deeds ; 
The swell of pity, not to be confin'd 
Within the scanty limits of the mind, 
Disdains the bank, and throws the golden sands. 
A rich deposit, on the bord'ring lands ; 
These have an ear for his paternal call. 
Who makes some rich for the supply of all ; 
God*8 gift with pleasure in his praise employ ; 
And Tkomfon Ls familiar with the joy. 

O could I worship aught beneath the skies. 
That earth has seen, or fancy can dev\««, 
T^iue altar, sacred Liberty, sYiodid tttBix^t 
Bailt by no mercenary vulgar hand. 
With ihLgrant turf, with floweta aa nwWA wvA.^«Jct 
Aa ever dress*a a bouk, or scented suEO-mcx ;mx. 
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Duly, as ever on the mountain's height 

The peep of Mominff shed a dawning light. 

Again, when Evening, in her sober vest, 

Drew the gray curtain of the fading west. 

My soul should yield thee willing thanks and inraise 

For the chief blessings of my fairest days : 

But that were sacrilege — praise is not thine. 

But his who gave thee, and preserves thee mine. 

Rise I would say, and as I spake bid fly 

A captive bird into the boundless sky, 

This triple realm adores thee — ^tbou art come 

From Sparta hither, and art here at home. 

We feel thy force still active, at this hour 

Enjoy immunity from priestly power. 

While Conscience, happier than in ancient years 

Owns no superior but the God she fears. 

Propitious spirit! yet expunge a wrong 

Thy rights have suffer'd, and our land, too long. 

Teach mercy to ten thousand hearts, that share 

Tlie iears and hopes of a commercial care. 

Prisons expect tlie wicked, and were built 

To bind the lawless, and to punish guilt ; 

But shipwreck, earthquake, battle, fire, and flood. 

Are mighty mischiefs, not to be withstood j 

And honest Merit stands on slipp*ry ground. 

Where covert guile and artifice abound. 

Let just Restridnt, for public peace design'd, 

Chain up the wolves and tigers of mankind j 

The foe of virtue has no claim to thee. 

But let insolvent Innocence go free. 

Patron of else the most despis'd of men, 
Accept the tribute of a stranger's pen ; 
Verse, like the laurel, its immortal meed. 
Should be the guerdon of a noble deed ; 
I may alarm thee, but I fear the shame 
(Charity chosen as my theme and aim) 
I must incur, forgetting Hotcard't name. 
Bless'd with all wealth can give thee, to resign 
Joys doubly sweet to feelings quick as tliinc. 
To quit the bliss thy rural scenes bestow. 
To seek a nobler amidst scenes of wo. 
To traverse seas, range kingdoms, and bring home 
J^ot the proud monuments of Greece or Rome, 
Jfat knowledge such as dungeons teac\\, 
-A/jd only sympathy Uke thine could rcacYi \ 
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As diamonds, strippM of their opaque disgaise, 

Reflect the noonday glory of the skies. 

She speaks of him, her author, guardian, fHend, 

Whose love knew no beginning, knows no end. 

In langaage warm as all that love inspires, 

And in the glow of her intense desires. 

Pants to communicate her noble fires. 

She sees a world stark blind to what employs 

Her eager thought, and feeds hn* flowing joys ; 

Though Wisdom hail them, heedless of her call, 

Flies to save some, and feels a pang for all : 

Herself as weak as her support is strong. 

She feels that frailty she denied so long ; 

And, ftom a knowledge of her own disease. 

Learns to compassionate the sick she sees. 

Here see, acquitted of all vain pretence. 

The reign of genuine Charity commence. 

Though scorn repay her sympathetic tears, 

She still is kind, and still she perseveres ; 

The truth she loves, a sightless world blaspheme, 

'lis childish dotage, a delirious dream ; 

The danger they discern not, they deny } 

Laugh at their only remedy, and die. 

But still a soul thus touch'd can never cease. 

Whoever threatens war, to speak of peace. 

Pure in her aim, and in her temper mild. 

Her wisdom seems the weakness of a child : 

She makes excuses where she might condemn. 

Reviled by those that hate her, prays for them; 

Suspicion lurks not iii her artless breast. 

The worst suggested, she believes the best ; 

Not soon provok'd, however stung and teas*d 

And, if perhaps maide angry, soon appeas'd ; 

She rather waves than will dispute her right. 

And, injur*d, makes forgiveness her delight. 

Such was the portrait an apostle drew ; 
The bright origrinal was one he knew. 
Heaven held his hand, the likeness must be true. 

When one, that holds communion with the skies. 
Has fill*d his urn where these pure waters rise. 
And once more mingles with us meaner things, 
*Tis e*en as if an angel shook his wings ; 
Immorted firagrance flUa the cnxcwvt vi\dA, ^ 
That tells as whence h\a tteasvae* «t^ %xs2ft"^\«^-' 
So when a ship, weU frevgVit^d v»VOa.^Xv«l ^!ws«» 
Tbe sun matures on India's «vVc^ c^xQt«« 
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Has dropped her anchor, and her cauvoss turVd 
In some safe haven of our western world, 
'Twere vain inquiry to what port she went, 
The gale informs us, laden with the scent. 

Some seek, when queasy conscience lias its quoliBi^ 
To lull the painful malady with alms ; 
But charity, not fcig^i'd, mtcnds alone 
Another's good,— thcir'a centres hi their own j 
And, too short-lived to reach the realms of peace, 
Must cease lor ever when the poor slrnll cease. 
Flavio, most tender of her own good name. 
Is rather careless of her sister's fame ; 
Her superfluity the poor supplies. 
But, if she touch a character, it dies. 
'J*he seeming virtue weigh'd against the vice 
She deems all safe, for she has paid the price : 
No charity but alms aught values she, 
Except in porcelain on her mantle-tree. 
How many deeds, with which the world has rung, . 
From Pride, in league with Ignorance, have sprung. 
But God o'emiles all human follies still. 
And bends the tough materials to his will. 
A conflagration, or a wintry flood. 
Has left some hundreds without home or food : 
Extravagance and Avarice shall subscribe. 
While fame and self-complacence are the bribe. 
Tlie brief proclaim'd, it visits every pew. 
But first tlie squire's, a compliment but due : 
With slow deliberation he unties 
His glittering purse, that envy of all eyes. 
And, while the clerk just puzzles out the psalm, 
Slides guinea behind guinea in his palm ; 
Till, finding, what he might liave found before, 
A smaller piece amidst tlie precious store, 
Perch'd close between liis fliiger and his thumb, 
One half exhibits, and then drops the sum. 
Told to be sure I— Throughout the town 'tis tnid. 
How the good squire gives never less than gold. 
From motives such as his, though not the best. 
Springs in due time supply for tlie distrcsa'd ; 
Not less efilectual than what love bestows. 
Except that office cUi>s it as it goes. . 

Bat lest I seem to cin against a friend. 
And wound the grace I mean to lecomxoev.^, 
CTIiou vice derided with a iuat dea\vEk 
Jmpiics BO trcsijoss against love dkv\nc,> 
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Once more I would adopt the graver style, 
A teacher should be sparing of his smile 
Unless a love of virtue light the flame. 
Satire is, nnnre than those he brands, to blame ! 
He hides behind a magisterial air 
His own offences, and strips others bare; 
Afltects indeed a most humane concern, 
That men if gently tutor'd, wiU not learn ; 
That mulish Folly, not to be reclaim'd 
fiy softer methods, must be made asham*d ; 
But (I might instance in St Patriclc's dean) 
Too often rails to gratify his spleen. 
Most sat'rists are indeed a public scourge; 
Thehr mildest physic is a feurrier's purge ; 
Their acrid temper turns, as soon as stirr'd. 
The milk of their good purpose all to curd. 
Their zeal begotten, as their works rehearse. 
By lean despair upon an empty purse, 
The wild assassins start into the street, 
Prepar'd to ptmiard wbomsoe*er th^ meet. 
No skill in swordmanship, however just. 
Can be secure against a madman's thrust; 
And even Virtue, so unfairly match'd 
Although immortal, may be pnck*d or scrotch'd 
When Scandal has new minted an old lie. 
Or tax'd invention for a firesh supply, 
'Tis call'd a satire, iChd the world i^pears 
Gath'ring around it with erected cars : 
A thousand names are toss'd into the crowd ; 
Some whisper'd softly, and some twang'd aloud ; 
Just as the sapience of an author's brain 
Suggests it safe or dang'rous to be plain. 
Strange 1 how the firequcnt interjected dash 
Quickens a market, and helps off the trash ; 
Th' important letters, that include the rest. 
Serve as a key to those that arc snppress'd ; 
Cbi^iecture gripes the victims in his paw, 
The world is charm*d, and Scrib escapes the law. 
Sow when the cold damp shades of night prevail, 
Wonns may be caught by either head or tail ; 
Forcibly drawn fW)m many a close recess, 
Th^ meet with little pity or redress *, 
Plnng'd in the stream, they lodge \xv^u>i^ x&>^^ 
Food for the famish'd rovers ot t:ki!b fLDod^. 
All zeal tor a reform that gWes offlteivee 
IbjTeace and diarity, is mexe ipreAiAivce* 
154 H 
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A bold remark, bat which, if well applicil, 

Would humble many a towering poet's pride. 

Perhaps (he man was in a sportive fit. 

And had no other play-place for his wit ; 

Perhaps, enchanted with a love of fame. 

He sought the Jewel in his neighbour's shame ; 

Perhaps— whatever end he might pursue. 

The cause of virtue could not be tiis view. 

At every stroke wit flashes in our eyes ; 

The turns are quick, the polish'd points surprise, 

But shine with cruel and tremendous charms. 

That, while they please, possess us with alarms j 

So have I seen (and hasten*d to the sight 

On all the wings of holiday deUprht.) 

Where stands that monument ot aneient power, 

Nam*d, with emphatic dignity, the Tower, 

Guns, halberts, swords, and pistols, great and small. 

In starry forms dispos'd upon the wall. 

We wonder, as we gazing stand below. 

That brass and steel should make so fine a show : 

But though we praise the exact designer's skill. 

Account them implements of mischicl still. 

No works shall find acceptance in that day. 
When all disguises shall be rent away. 
That square not truly with the Scripture plan. 
Nor spring from love to God, or love to man. 
As he ordains things sordid in their birth 
To be resolv'd into their parent earth ,: 
And, though the soul shall seek superior orbs, 
Whote'er this world produces, it absorbs ; 
So self starts nothing, but what tends apace 
Home to the goal, where it began the race. 
Such as our motive is, our aim must be } 
If this be servile, that can ne'er be free : 
If self employ us, whatsoe'er be wrought. 
We glorify that self, not him we ought -, 
Such virtues had need prove their own reward. 
The Judge of all men owes them no regard. 
True Charity, a plant divinely nurs'd. 
Fed by the love from which it rose at first, 
lluiyes against hope, and, in the rudest scene. 
Storms but enliven its vm^aAiug ^eew. 
£zab'rant is the shadow \t sw\>p\\^«. 
Its Ihiit on earth, its gtowtYi a\»ov« ^^^^'^^Va 
To look, at Him, who toftrfA ua w\^ ^'*^,7L* 
80 glorioas now, thougti once ao ^«c«Jwi«i^^ <^ 
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To see a God stretch forth his humonhand, 
T* uphold the boundless scenes of his commana 
To recollect, that, hi a form like ours. 
He bmi&M beneath his feet th* infernal powers. 
Captivity led captive, rose to claim 
The wreath he won so dearly in oar name ; 
That, thron'd above all height, he condescends 
To call the few that trost in taim his Mends ; 
That in the heaven of heavens, that space he deems 
Too scanty forth' exertion of his beams. 
And shines, as if impatient to bestow. 
Life and a king^dom upon worms below } 
That sight imparts a never-dying flame. 
Though feeble in degree, in kind the same. 
Like him the soul, thus kindled ftrom above. 
Spreads wide her arms of universal love ; 
And still eularg*d as she receives the grace. 
Includes creation in her close embrace. 
Behold a Christian ! and without the fires 
The founder of that name alone inspires. 
Though all accomplishments ; all knowledge meet. 
To make the shining prodigy complete. 
Whoever boasts that name — behold a cheat 
Were love, in these the worlds' last doting yean. 
As frequent as the want of it appears. 
The churches warm*d, they would no longer hold 
Such flrozen figures, stiff as they are cold ; 
Relenting forms woiild loose their power, or cease } 
And even the dipp'd and sprinkled live in peace : 
Each heart would quit its prison in the breast 
And flow in f^ree communion with the rest. 
The statesman, skill'd in projects dark and deep. 
Might bum his useless Machiavel, and sleep } 
His budget often flll*d, yet always poor. 
Might swing at ease behind his study door, 
No longer prey upon our annual rent?. 
Or scare the nation with its big contents j 
Disbanded legions freely might depart. 
And slaying man would cease to be an art. 
No learned disputants would take the field. 
Sure not to conquer, and sure not to yield ; 
Both sides deceiv'd, if rightly uwdenXxxA* 
Felting each other for the pubMc ^oo^. 
Did charity prevail, the press vjo\j\A v^ov^ 
A. vehicle of virtue, trath, and \o^e •, 
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And I might spare id jself the pains to show 

What few can learn, and all suppose Uiey know 

Thus have 1 sought to grace a sertons lay 

With niany a wild, indeed, but flowery spray. 

In hopes to gain, what else I mnst have lout, 

Th* attention pleasure has so much engrosb*d. 

Bat If, unhappily deceiv*d» I dream. 

And prove too weak for so divine a theme. 

Let Chari^ forgive me a mistake. 

That zeal, not vanity, has chanc*d to make. 

And spare the poet tot his sab|Ject*s sake. 



) 
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n tin n^tir me tnotvni fwlculli tlUlin Aa<tHp 
Kec percuMH Juvaat flucta Hun Mtoni, n«e qnm 
SajKiMM lotar deoofmnt fliMnina vaika. — Virg. JEaL $. 



Tbovob nature weigb our talents, and dispense 

To every man his roorlicum of sense. 

And ConvBrsation in its better part 

May be estecm'd a gift, and not an art. 

Yet much depends, as in the tiUer^s toU, 

On culture, and the sowing of the soil. 

Words leam'd by rote a parrot may rehearse^ 

But talking is not always to converse ; 

Not more distinct flrom harmony divine. 

The -constant creaking of a country sign. 

As alphabets in ivory employ. 

Hour after hour, the yet unletter*d boy. 

Sorting and pozsling with a deal of glee 

Those seeds of science callM his A ]{ C ; 

So language in the mouths of the adult, 

Witness its insignificant result. 

Too often proves an implement of play, 

A toy to sport with, and pass time away. 

Collect at evening what the day brought forth. 

Compress the sum into its solid worth. 

And if it weigh th* importance of a fly. 

The scales are false, or algebra a lie. 

Sacred interpreter of human thought. 

How few respect or use thee as they onght I 

But ail shall give account of every wrong. 

Who dare dishonour or defile the tongue; 

Who prostitute it in the cause of vice, 

Or sell their glory at a market price ; i 

Who vote for bke, or point it vnticiVasoi^ffixsc^ 

The dear.boaght placeman, wi^ ^^aa od««^\s«»J*'^ 

There is a prudence Vu thft wpew^sv ^ 'SS^vv-**. ftsMi 
Wmth 8taj« Wm, at iiac God N»QM^ «toe^^ »»«^ 
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His wise forbearance has their end in view, 
Th^ fill their measure, and receive their dae. 
The heathen lawgivers of ancient days. 
Names almost worthy of a Christian's praise. 
Would drive them forth from the resort of men. 
And shut up eVery satyr in his den. 
O come not ye near innocence and truth, 
Ye worms that eat into the bud of youth ! 
Infectious as impure, your blighting power 
Taints in its rudiments the promis*d flower ; 
Its odour perishM and its charming hue, 
Thenceforth *tis hateful, for it smells of you. 
Not even the vigorous and headlong rage 
Of adolescence, or a firmer age. 
Affords a plea allowable or just 
For making speech the pamperer of lust ; 
But when the breath of age commits the fault, 
'Tis nauseous as the vapour of a vault. 
So wither'd stumps disgrace the sylvan scene. 
No longer fruitful, and no longer green ; 
The sapless wood divested of the bark, 
Grows fungous, and takes fire at every spark. 

Oaths terminate, as Paul observes, all strife — 
Some men have siurely then a peaceftd lite ; 
Whatever subject occupy discourse. 
The feats of Vestris, or the naval force. 
Asseveration blust'ring in your face 
Makes contradiction such a hopeless case ; 
In every tale they tell, or false or true. 
Well known, or such as no man ever knew. 
They fix attention, heedless of your pain. 
With oaths like rivets forced into the brain : 
And even when sober truth prevails throughout, 
They swear it. till affirmance breeds a doubt. 
A Persian, humble servant of the sun. 
Who, though devout, yet bigotry had none. 
Hearing, a lawyer, grave in his address. 
With adjurations every word impress. 
Supposed the man a bishop, or, at least, 
Gk)d's name so much upon his lips, a priest ; 
BowM at the close with all his graceful airs. 
And begg*d an interest in his firequent prayers. 

Gk), quit the rank to which ye stood preferr*d, 
Hencxforth associate in one common herd : 
Religion, virtue, reason, common sense, 
J^vaoance your hnman form a false pwteucft \ 
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A mere disg^oise, in which the devil lurks, 
Who yet betrays his secret by his works. 

Ye powers who rule the tongue, if such there are. 
And make colloquial happiness your care. 
Preserve me from the thing I dread and hate 
A duel in the form of a debate. 
The clash of arguments and Jar of words, 
"Worse than the mortal brunt of rival swoids, 
Decide no question with their tedious length, 
For opposition gives opinion strength. 
Divert the champions prodigal of breath i 
And put the peaceably- dispos'd to death> 

thwart me not, Sir Soph, at every turn. 
Nor carp at every flaw you may discern : 
Though syllogisms hang not on my tongue, 

1 am not surely always in the wrong ; 
>Tis hard if all is false that I advance, 

A fool must now and then be right by chance. 

Not that all fireedom of dissent J blame j 

No— ^here I grant the privilege I claim. 

A disputable point is no man s ground ; 

Rove wh^ie you please, 'tis common all around. 

Discourse may want an animated— No, 

To brush the surface, and to make it flow ; 

But still remembor, if you mean to please. 

To press your point with modesty and ease. 

The mark, at which myjuster aim J take. 

Is contradiction, for its own dear sake. 

Set your opinion at whatever pitch. 

Knots and impediments make something hitch ; 

Adopt his own, 'tis equally in vain. 

Your thread of argument is snapp'd again ; 

The wrangler, rather than accord with you. 

Will judge himself deceiv'd, and prove it too. 

Vociferated logic kills me quite, 

A noisy man is always in the right : 

] twirl my thumbs, fall back into my chair. 

Fix on the wainscot a distressful staie. 

And when I hope his blunders are all out. 

Reply discreetly—To be sure — no doubt ! 

Ihibuu is such a scrupulous good man— 

Yes— you may catch him tripping if you can. 

He would not with a peremytorj Uiiw<&, 

Assert the nose uponi Yoa tace\)^ o>rxv*. 

With hesitation admkaSbllv iiisw?» 

He homblj hope&— pxeftux&«& Vt xaws ^'^ ***• 
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His evidence, if he were called by law 

To swear to some enormity he saw. 

For want of prominence and just relief. 

Would hang an honest man, and save a thief. 

Through constant dread of giving truth ofltace* 

He ties up all his hearers in suspense ; 

Knows what he Icnows, as if he knew it not j 

What he remembers, seems to have forgot ; 

His sole opinion, whatsoe'er befall. 

Centring at last in having none at all. 

Yet though he tease and balk your list'ning ear 

He makes one useful point exceeding clear j 

Howe'er ingenious on his darling theme 

A sceptic in philosophy may seem, 

ReducM to practise, his bclov'd rule 

Would only prove him a consummate fool { 

Useless in him alike both brain and speech. 

Fate having plac'd all truth above his reach. 

His ambiguities his total sum. 

He might as well be bUnd, and deaf, and dumb. 

Where men of Judgment creep and feel their way* 
The positive pronounce without dismay : 
Their want of light and intellect supplied 
By sparks absurdity strikes out of pride. 
Without the means of knowing right from wrong. 
They always arc decisive, clear and strong { 
Wh^re others toil with philosophic force 
Their nimble nonsense takes a shorter course. 
Flings at your head conviction in the lump. 
And gains remote conclusions at a Jump { 
Their own defect invisible to them. 
Seen in another, they at once condemn ; 
And, though self-idoliz'd in every case. 
Hate their own likeness in a brother's face. 
The cause is plain, and not to be denied. 
The proud are always most provok'd by pride. 
Few competitions but engender spite ; 
And those the most where neither has a right. 

The point of honour has been deem'd of use. 
To teach good manners, and to curb abuse; 
Admit it true, the consequence is clear. 
Our polish*d manners are a mask we wear. 
And, at the bottcnn, barb*TO\ia vUW. uad. roidift. 
We are restraln'd, indeed, but ucA. sq\A\&&^. 
The very remedy, however aiuce, 
^Sfpriuge ikom the miscbiet it VutenAft V> case. 
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And savage in its iirindple appears, 
Tried, as it shonld be, 1^ the fruit it bean, 
lis bard indeed if nothing will defend 
Mankind from qoarrels bat their fatal end} 
That now and then a hero must decease, 
Tliat the surviving world may live in peace* 
Perhaps at last close scrutiny may show. 
The practice dastardly, and mean, and low } 
That men engaged in it compell*d, by force. 
And fear, not courage, is its proper source } 
The fear <^ tyrant custom, and the fear 
Lest fops should censure us, and fools should snt 
At least, to trample on our Maker's laws, 
And hazard life for any or no cause, 
To rush into a flx'd eternal state 
Out of the very flames of rage and hate, 
Or send another shiv'ring to the bar 
With all the guilt of such unnat*ral war. 
Whatever Use may urge, or Honour plead, 
On reason's verdict is a madman's deed. 
Am I to set my life upon a ttirow. 
Because a bear is rude and surly? No— 
A moral, sensible, and well-bred man 
Will not affront me ; and no other can. 
Were I empower*d to regulate -the lists. 
They should encounter with well-loaded flats j 
A Trojan combat would be something new. 
Let Xkiret beat EnMlut black and blue : 
Then each might show to his admiring friends, 
In honourable bumps his rich amends. 
And carry, in contusions of his skull, 
A satisfactory receipt in full. 

A story, in which native humour reigns. 
Is often useftal, always entertains ; 
A graver fact enlisted on your side. 
May ftiniish illustration, well applied } 
But sedentary weavers of long tides 
Giv8 me the fldgets and my patience fails j 
'Tis the most asinine employ on earth. 
To hear them tell of parentage and birth. 
And echo conversations dull and dry, 
Embellish*d with — He iaidt and 80 $aid I, 
At every interview tYieVt twit >iJRft ««c&«. 
The repetition makea «Jt^«cv\koti \kcsv« \ 

We bustle np vrttli WMKicc«i»S?A«9«^» ^.a.\ 
And In «ie sadteat v«^ en— I>toU V»A«««.* 
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The path of narrative with care pursue, 
Still making prol)abUity your clew { 
On all the vestiges of truth attend. 
And let them guide you to a decent end. 
Of all ambitions man may entertain. 
The worst that can invade a sickly brain, 
Is that, which angles hourly for surprise. 
And baits its hook with prodigies and lies. 
Credulous infancy, or age as weak, 
Are fittest auditors for such to seek, 
Who to please others will themselves disgrace. 
Yet please not, but affront you to your face. 
A great retailer of this curious ware, 
Having unloaded and made many stare. 
Can this be true ?— an arch observcr^cries. 
Yes (rather moved), I saw it with these eyes; 
Sir I I believe it on that ground alone ; 
I could not, had I seen it with my own. 

A tale should be judicious, clear, succinct : 
The language plain, and incidents well link'd ; 
Tell not as new what every body knows ; 
And, new or old, still hasten to a close ; 
There, centring in a focus round and neat. 
Let all your rays of information meet. 
What neither yields us profit nor delight 
Is like a nurse's lullaby at night ; 
Guy, Earl of Warwick, and fair Eleanore, 
Or giant-killing Jack, would please me more. 

T^e pipe, with solemn interposing puff. 
Makes half a sentence at a time enough ; 
The dozing sages drop the drowsy strain. 
Then pause, and puff— and speak, and pause again 
Such often, like the tube they so admire. 
Important triflers I have more smoke than fire. 
Peniicions weed I whose scent the fair annoys, 
Unfilendiy to society's chief joys. 
Thy worst effect is banishing for hours 
The sex, whose presence civilizes ours : 
Thou art indeed the drug a gard'ner wants. 
To poison ▼ermin that infests his plants ; 
But are we so to wit and beauty blind. 
As to despise the glory of our kind. 
And show the softest miiids and fairest forms 
As JittJe m&rcy as the grubs and wonna ? • 
^^ dane not wait the riotous abuae, 
^^ tbirat-creaUng streams at leugt^ igicod^ikGe* 
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When wine has givea indecent langnag^e birth. 
And forced the floodgates of licentioos mirth i 
F6r 8ea>bom Veuus her attachment shows 
StUl to that element from wtiich she rose. 
And with awquiet, which no fumes disturb. 
Sips meek infusion of a milder herb. 

Th* emphatic speaker dearly loves t' oppose. 
In contact inconvenient, nose to nose. 
As if the gnomon on his neighbours phiz, 
Touch'd with a magnet, had attracted his : 
His wliLq>er*d theme, dilated and at large, 
Proves after all a wind-gun's airy charge. 
An extract of his diary— no more, 
A tastdess Journal of the day before. 
He walk'd abroad, o'ertaken in the rain, 
CaU*d on a firiend, drank tea, stcpp'd home again, 
Resam*d his purpose, had a world of talk 
With one he stumbled on, and lost his walk. 
I interrupt him with a sudden bow, 
A(Ueu, dear sir \ lest you should lose it now. 

1 cannot talk with civit in the room, 
A fine puss- gentleman that's all perfume; 
The sight's enough— no need to smell a beaa-^ 
Who thrusts his nose into a raree-show? 
His odoriferous attempts to please 
Perhaps might prosper with a swarm of bees ; 
But we tiiat make no honey, though we sting. 
Poets, are sometimes apt to maul the thing. 
Tis wrong to bring hito a mix'd resort. 
What makes some sick, and others ct-la-mori : 
An argnunent of cogence, we may say. 
Why snch a one should keep himself away. 

A graver coxcomb we may sometimes see, 
Qnite as absurd, though not so light as he : 
A shallow brain behind a serious mask. 
An oracle within an empty cask. 
The solemn fop ; significant and budge ; 
A fool with judges, amongst fools a judg^ ; 
He says but little, and that little said 
Owes idl its weight, like loaded dice, to lead. 
His wit invites you by his looks to come. 
Bat when you knock, it never is at home. 
*Tis like a parcel sent you by tYie ftlscge, 
jBbine handsome present, as yom \iov&% vkk^^^- 
Tt8 betkvj, bolkv, and bids ta^ to vcqn« 
An abaeat iUend's fidelity and love^ 
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Bat when onpack'd, your disappolntnient itoaim 
To find it stuflTd with Inickbats, earth, and stones* 

Some men employ their health, an ugly trtdc. 
In making: known how oft they have been Bide, 
And grive us in recitals of disease 
A doctor's trouble, but without the fees; 
Relate how many weeks they kept their bed. 
How an emetic or cathartic sped ; 
Nothing: is sligphtly touch'd, much less forg^ 
Nose, ears, and eyes, seem present on the spot. 
Now the distemper, spite of draueht or pill. 
Victorious seera'd, and now the doctor^s skill i 
And now — alas for unforeseen mishits I 
They put on a damp nightcap and relapse ; 
They thought they must have died, they wen to btA, 
Their peevish hearers almost wish they had. 

Some flretful temiiers wince at every touch. 
You always do too little or too much : 
You speak with life, in hopes to entertain, 
Your elevated roice g^oes through the brain { 
You fall at once into a lower key, 
That's worse— the drone-pipe of an humble bee. 
The southern sash admits too strong a light. 
You raise and drop the curtain— now 'tis night. 
He shakes with cold— you stir the fire and strive 
To make a blase— tiiat'a roasting him altye. 
Serve him with venison, and he chooses fish; 
With sole— that's just the sort he would not wish. 
He takes what he at first profess'd to loathe. 
And in due time feeits hewtily on both ; 
Yet still, o'erclouded with a constant flrown, 
He does not swallow, but he gulps it down. 
Your hope to please him vain on every plan. 
Himself should work that wonder, if he can- 
Alas ! his efforts double his distress. 
He likes yours little, and his own still less. 
Thus always teasing others, always teas'd. 
His only pleasure is— to be displeas'd. 

T pity bashful men, who feel the pain 
Of fancied scorn and undeserv'd disdain. 
And bear the marks upon a blushing fkoe 
Of needless shame, and sclf-impos'd diagraoe. 
Oar sensibilities are so acute, 
Tbe tear ot being: silent makes aa mute. * 

We Bometimea think we could a «9««c\i mAraca 
Much to the purpose, if our taufpo** w«« vso««\ 
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But being tried, it dies upon the Up, 
FRlnt M a diicken*8 note that has the pip : 
Omr wasted oil onprofltably boms, 
LUce hidden lamps in old sepolchral oms. 
Few Frenchmen of this evil hath complain'd ; 
It seems as if we Britons were ordaia*d, 
Bj way of wholesome curb upon our pride, 
Tb fear each other, /earing none beside. 
The caose, perhi^w inquiry may descry. 
Self-searching with an introvnrted eye, 
Conceal'd within an onsospected part, 
The vainest comer of oar own vain heart ; 
For ever aiming at the world's esteem, 
Our seUMmportuice rains its own scheme ; 
In other eyes our talents rarely shown. 
Become at lengtii so splendid in our own. 
We dare not risk them into public view, 
liMt they miscany of what seems their duo, 
Ttae modes^ is a discerning grace. 
And only blushes in the proper place ; 
Bat counterfeit is blind, and skulks through fear. 
Where tis a shame to be asham'd t' appear : 
Hiunility, the parent of the first. 
The last by vanity produc'd and nurs*d. 
The circle form*d, we sit in silent state, 
Like flgnres dravm upon a dial plate ; 
Yes, ma*am, and No, ma'am, utter'd softly, show 
Bvoy five minutes how the minutes go ; 
Eaeh individual, sufllering a constraint, 
Poett^ may, bat colours cannot paint } 
As if m close committee on the sky. 
Reports it hot or cold, or wet or dry ; 
And finds a changing clime a happy source 
Of wise reflectioa, and well-tim'd discourse. 
We next inquire, but softly and by stealth. 
Like conservators of the public health. 
Of epidemic throats, if such there are. 
And coughs, and liieums, and phthisic, and catarrh. 
That theme exhausted, a wide chasm ensues, 
Fill'd up at last with interesting news, 
Who danc'd with whom, and who are like to wed, 
Jkjad who is hang'd, and who is brought to bed : 
Bat fear to call a more impoTtaxitca\i'&&, 
As if 'twere treason against Eas^^s^ \abHi%. 
The rMt ptdd, with ecstasy wa come, 
Aaliran a seven years* trv[k&i^QflEta^cin»^^^!0^ 
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And there resamc an unembarrass'd brow, 
Recoverimg what we lost we know not how. 
The faculties, that scem'd reduced to noug^ht : 
Expression, uid the privilege of thought. 

The reeking, roaring hero of the chase, 
I give him over as a dcsp'rate case. 
Physicians write in hopes to work a cure. 
Never, if honest ones, when death is sure j 
And though the fox he follows may bo tam*d, 
A mere fox-follower never is reclaim'd. 
Some farrier should prescribe his proper cause. 
Whose only fit companion is liis horse ; 
Or if, deserving of a better doom. 
The noble beast judge otherwise, his groom. 
Yet even the rogue that serves him, though he stolid 
To take his honour's orders, cap in hand. 
Prefers his fellow grooms with much good sense 
Their skill a truth, his master's a pretence. 
If neither horse nor groom affect the squire. 
Where can at last his jockeyship retire ? 
O to the club, the scene of savage joys. 
The school of coarse good fellowship and noise : 
There, in the sweet society of those, 
Whose friendship from his boyish years he chose. 
Let him improve his talent if he can, 
Till none but beasts acknowledge him a man. 

Man's heart had been impenetrably seal'd. 
Like theirs that cleave the flood or graze the field. 
Had not his Maker's all- bestowing hand 
Given him a soul, aTid bade him understand. 
The reas'ning power Touchsafd, of course inferr*d 
The power to clothe that reason with his wwd ; 
For all is perfect, that God works on earth. 
And he that gives conception, aids the birth. 
If this be plain, 'tis plauily understood. 
What uses of this boon the Giver would. 
The Mind, despatch'd upon her busy toil. 
Should range where Providence has blcss'd the soili 
Visiting every flower with labour meet. 
And gath'ring all her treasures sweet by sweet. 
She should embue the tongue with what she sips. 
And shed the balmy blessing on the lips, 
That good diffus'd may mote a>Qxu\dAxv\. ^wvi. 
And speech may praise the vo'w^c \.\vaX.>afia&\^.^QNR« 
Wm the sweet warbler olttxeUveAot^ wVifiox., 
That mia the list'iiins lovex '^oWki &e^\ft^ 
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Forgret his harmony, with rapture heard, 
To learn the twitt'ringr of a meaner bird ? 
Or make the parrot's mimicry his choice. 
That odious libel on the human voice? 
No— Nature, unsophistioate by man. 
Starts not aside from her Creator's plan. 
The melody, that was at first designi*d 
To cheer the rude forefathers of mankind, 
Is note for note deliver'd in our ears, 
In the last soene of her six thousand yenrs. 
Yet Fashion, leader of her chatt*ring train, 
Whom man, for liis own hurt, permits to rei^rn, 
Who shifts and changes all things but his shai)e, 
And Would degrade her votary to an ape, 
The fruitful puent of abuse and wrong. 
Holds an usurp'd dominion o'er his tongue j 
There sits and prompts him with his own disgrace. 
Prescribes the theme, the tone, and the grimace, 
And, when acoomplish*d in her wayward school, 
CaUs gentlemen whom she has made a fool, 
lis an unalterable flx*d decree. 
That none could flrame or ratify but she. 
That heaven and hell, and righteousness and sin. 
Snares in his path, and foes that lurk within, 
G«d and his attributes (a field of day 
Where 'tis an angel's happiness to stray») 
Fruits of his love and wonders of his might, 
Be never nam*d in ears esteem 'd polite. 
That he who dares, when she forbids, be grave. 
Shall stand proscrib'd a madman or a knave, 
A close designer not to be believ*d. 
Or, if excus*d that charge, at least deceiv'd. 
Oh folly worthy of the nurse's lap. 
Give it the breast, or stop its mouth with pap I 
Is it incredible, or can it seem 
\ dre»ftm to any, except those that dream. 
That man should love his Maker, and that fire, 
Wtftming his heart, should at his lips transpiru ? 
Know then, and modestly let fall your eyes. 
And veil your darling crest that braves th? skies } 
That air of insolence affronts your God, 
You heed his pardon, and provoke his rod: 
Now in a posture that "becomes -sovi xwst^ 
Tlian that heroic strut a&a\uu*d.\MS.oT«, 
Know, your arrears vrith evetv ^^osa wicroa 
For mercy shown, wbUe wndiK \» Vtfi»2^1 ^'^*^ 
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Soon sfter Ue that wbs our Surety 'dked. 

The scene of uU tbuac aanowi left beblod, 
Sou^t tbelr own tUIa^c, buned ns tbej iri 
In mnEhitH wnrthj at the gnU emit. 
Ttimy spake of hLm the; Inr'd, of 
Though blunelesa, h*-' ' ''' ■ 
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Tlidr VIewBt indeed* were indistinct and dim. 
But yet successful, being aim'd at liim. 
Christ and his character their only scope, 
Th^ ol^ect, and their subject, and their hope. 
They felt what it became them much to feel. 
And, wanting him to loose the sacred seal, 
Found him as prompt, as their desire was true. 
To spread tiie new-bom glories in their view. 
WdU^what are ages and the lapse of time, 
Match*d against truths, as lasting as sublime > 
Can length of years on God himself exact ? 
Ot make UaX fletion, which was once a fact* 
Though marble and recording brass decay. 
And like the graver's memory, pass away j 
The works of man inherit, as is just. 
Their authcnr's flrailty, and return to dust: 
But truth divine for ever stands secure. 
Its head is guarded, as its base is sure ; 
Fix*d in the rolling flood of endless years, 
The idllar of th' etemid plan appears. 
The raving ttarm and dashing wave defies, 
Built bj that architect who built the skies. 
Hearts may be found, that harbour at this hour 
The tove of Christ, and all its quick'ning power; 
And Upt QDStain'd by folly or by strife, 
WhOM wisdom, drawn flrom the deep well of life. 
Tastes of its healthful origin, and flows 
\, Jordon of th* ablution of our woes. 
O days of heaven, and nights of equal praise. 
Serene and peaceftd as those heavenly days, 
When souls drawn upwards in communion sweet, 
Es^aj the stillness of some close retreat ; 
Discourse, as if rleas'd and safe at home. 
Of dangers past, and wonders yet to come. 
And spread the sacred treasures of the breast 
Upon the top of the covenanted Rest. 

What, always dreaming over heavenly tiiinprs 
Like angel-himds in stone with pigeon- wings ? 
Canting and whining out all day the word. 
And half the night? fanatic and absurd ! 
Mine be the friend less frequent in his prayers. 
Who makes no bustle with his soul's affanrs. 
Whose wit can brighten up & wintry ^1« 
And cbaae the splenetic duU \io\a« vnB.3 \ 
Ckmtent on earth in earthly tYdn«a Xx> s\s&x^«« 
Who wtdta for heaven ere b» become* 0J«^^ft»» 
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Leaves Mints t' ei^oy tiiose altitudes they tCAdi, 
And plucks the flroit ploc'd more within his readi. 

Well fpoken, advocate of sin and shame, 
Known by thy bleating, Iipiorance thy name. 
Is sparkling wit the world's exclusive right f 
The flz'd fee.simple of the vain and light { 
Can hopes of heaven, bright prospects of an hour. 
That come to waft us out of Soitow*s power. 
Obscure or quench a faculty, that finds 
Its happiest soil in the serenest minds ? 
Religion curbs indeed its wanton play, 
And brings the trifler under rig'rous sway. 
But gives it usefulness, unknown before. 
And, purifying, makes it shine the more. 
A Christian's wit is inofln^nsive light, 
A beam that aids, but never grieves the sight i 
Vig*rons in age as in the flush of youth, 
'Tis always active on the side of truth, 
Temp'rance and peace ensure its healUiful state. 
And make it brightest at its latest date. 
Oh I have seen, (nor hope perhaps in vain. 
Ere life go down to see such sights again,) 
A vet*ran warrior in the Christian field. 
Who never saw the sword he could not wteld : 
Grave without dulness, learned without pride. 
Exact, yet not precise, though meek, keen-eyed i 
A man that would have foil'd at their own play 
A dozen would-be's of the modem day ) 
Who, when occasion Justified its use. 
Had wit as bright as ready to produce ; 
Could fetch from records of an earlier age^ 
Or At)m philosophy's enlighten'd page. 
His rich materials, and regale your car 
With strains it was a privilege to hear : 
Yet, above all, his luxury supreme. 
And his chief glory, was the gospel theme } 
There he was copious as old Greece or Rome, 
His happy eloquence seem'd there at home. 
Ambitious not to shine or to excel. 
But to treat justly what he lov'd so well. 
It moves me more perhaps than foUy ought. 
When some green heads, as void of wit as tliOT 
Suppose ikemtelvf monopottita oC «en«e, 
Aad wiser men's ability ipcctence. 
Though time will weax us, vn^ "ve muafc v« 
Such mea an not fbrsQit •» wxm i* «A&» 
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Tlidr firmsmst memory will cmttest thdr tomb, 
Embalm'd for ever in its own perfume. 
And to say tmtb, thoogrh in its early prime. 
And when onstain'd with any grosfaer crime. 
Tooth has a spri^tliness and fire to boast. 
That in the valley of decline are lost : 
And Virtue, with pecnliar charms appears, 
Crown*d wttfa the garlarid of life's bloominf^ years i 
Yet Age, bj long experience well inform*d. 
Well read, well temper'd, with religion warm'd. 
That fire abated, which impels rash Youth, 
Prood of hit speed, to overshoot the truth. 
As time improves the grape*s authentic juice. 
Mellows cmd makes the speech more fit fur use. 
And daims a reverence in its short'ning day. 
That tis an honour and a joy to pay. 
The fhiits of Age, less ftdr, are yet more sound 
Titan tiiose a brighter season pours around ; 
And, like the stores aatomnal vins mature, 
Throngh wintry rigours unimpair'd endure. 
What, is fSanatic frenzy, scom'd so much. 
And dreaded more than a contagious touch P 
I grant it dang'rous, and approve your fear. 
That fire is eatching if you draw too near } 
But sage o bse r v e rs oft mistake the flame. 
And icive true piety that odious name. 
To tremble (as the creature of an hour 
Ought at the view of an almighty power,) 
Betore his presence, at whose awful throne 
AU tremble in all worlds, except our own. 
To supplicate-his mercy, love his ways. 
And prize them above pleasure, wealth or praise. 
Though common sense, allow'd a casting voice. 
And ftee flrom bias, must ajiprove the choice. 
Convicts a man fanatic in th* extreme. 
And vrild as madness in the world's esteem. 
But that disease, when soberly defined. 
Is the false fire of an o*erheated mind ; 
It views the truth with a distorted eye. 
And either warps or lays it useless by; 
"TiB narrow, selfish, arrogant, and draws 
Its sordid nourishment firom man*s applause \ 
And while at heart sin unTe\\iMv\ii«>>D?^\Vfi»« 
Presume» itself chief favorite ot tbe «VXe». 
Tia such a light at patrefactiou \ite»a» 
Xo Ar-Uown flesh wttereoa ti« i»»W5i^ ^^**^* 
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Shines in the dark, bot, ushe^d into day. 
The stench remains, the lastre dies away. 

True bliss, if man may reach it, is compot*d 
Of hearts in union mutually disclos'd ; 
And, farewell else all hope of pure deUgpht, 
Those hearts should be reclaimed, renewed, uprlglil^ 
Bad men profaning: Meudship's halIow*d name^ 
Form, in its stead, a covenant of shame^ 
A dark confed'racy against the laws 
Of virtue, and relig:ion's glorious cause : 
They build each other up with- dreadful skill. 
As bastions set point blank against God*8 will $ 
Enlarge and fortify the dread redoubt. 
Deeply resolved to shut a Saviour out ; 
Call legions up from hell to back the deed ; 
And, curs*d with conquest, finally succeed. 
But souls, that carry on a bless'd exchange 
Of joys, that meet with in their heavenly range. 
And with a fearless confidence make known 
The sorrows, sympathy esteems its own. 
Daily derive increasing light and force 
From such communion in their pleasant course. 
Feel less the journey's roughness and its length. 
Meet their opposers with united strength. 
And, one in heart, in interest, and design, 
Ghrd up each other to the race divine. 

But Conversation, choose what theme we may. 
And chiefiy when religion leads the way. 
Should flow, like waters after summer showers. 
Not as if rals*d by mere mechanic powers. 
The Christian, in whose soul, though now distress 
Lives the dear thought of joys he once possess'd, 
'When all his glowing langijage issued forth 
With God's deep stamp upon its current worth. 
Will speak without disguise, and must impart. 
Sad as it is, his undissembling heart 
Abhors constraint, and dares not feign a zeal. 
Or seem to boast a fire he does not feel. 
The song of Zion is a tasteless thing, 
Unless, when rising on a joyful wing. 
The soul can mix with the celestial bands. 
And give the strain the compass it demands. 

Strange tidings these to tell a world, who treat . 
All but their own experience as decettl 
Will they believe, though cicedulaua «ivoxi?^. 
To swallow much apon nracYi ^eaSiLeBt v^onA* 
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Thai tbere an 1dflM*d inhabitants of earth. 
Partaken of a new ethereal birth. 
Their iMpea, desires, "and purposes estrang'd 
Vtoin tilings terrestrial, and divinely chang'd, 
Thdr very langruage, of a kind that speaks 
Tte aool's sore interest in the ipood she seeks. 
Who d«kl with Scripture, its importance felt. 
As Tnlly with philosophy once dealt. 
And in the silent watches of the night. 
And through the scenes of toil-renewing light. 
The social walk, or solitary ride. 
Keep still the dear companion at their siae t 
No— shame upon a self-disgracing age, 
God's work may senre an ape upon a stage 
With such a jest, as flll*d with hellish glee 
Ccartain invisibles as shrewd as he ; 
But veneration or respect finds none, 
Save firom the subjects of that work alone. 
Tlie World grown old, her deep discernment showf. 
Claps spectacles on her sagacious nose, 
Peruses closely the true Christian's face. 
And finds it a mere mask of sly grimace ; 
Usurps God's office, lays his bosom bare. 
And finds Iqrpocri^ close lurking there ; 
And, serving God herself through mere constraint, 
Conclndes his nnfeign'd love of him a feint. 
And jet, God knows, look human nature through, 
(And in due time the World shall know it too) 
That since the fiowers of Eden felt the blast. 
That tStne man's defection laid all waste, 
Kneerity tow'rds the heart-searching Grod 
' Has made the new-bom creature her abode. 
Nor shall be found in unregen*rate souls. 
Till tbe last fire bum all between the poles. 
Sincerity I why *tis his only pride. 
Weak and imperfect in all grace beside. 
He knows thai God demands his heart entire. 
And gives him all his just demands require. 
Without it his pretentions were as vain. 
As having it he deems the World's disdain ; 
Thai great deflect would cost him not alone 
Man's ftnroorable judgment, but his own } 
His birthright shaken, and no Vou^n <^«Kt, 
Than while his conduct pTove& >&\& \ve«X. ^Sii»RKS%« 
Betort tbe charge, and let tkie NvotV^ \)a \^ 
fihe boasts a confiidence slue doei& xi!kAi\ik^^\ 
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That, consdnns of her crimes* she fc^ instead 

A cold misgiviug, and a killing dread; 

That, while in health the ground of tar support 

Is madly to forget that life is short $ 

That sick, she trembles* knowing she must die. 

Her hope presumption, and her faith a lie ; 

That while she dotes* and dreams that she beliOTC% 

She shocks her Maker, and herself deceives, , 

Her utmost reach, historical assait* 

The doctrines warp'd to what they nerer meant ^ 

That truth itself is in her head as doll 

And useless, as a candle in a skull* 

And all her lova of God a groundless claim, 

A trick upon the canvass, painted flame. 

Tell her again, the sneer upon her face. 

And all her censures of the vfork of grace 

Are insincere* meant only to conceal 

A dread she would not, yet is forced to feel ; 

That in her heart the Cluistian she reveret*. 

And while she seems to scorn him* only fuars. 

A poet does not work by square or l&e* 
As smiths and Joiners perfect a design : 
At least we modems* our attention less. 
Beyond th* example of our sires digress. 
And claim a right to scamper and run wide,2 
Wherever chance, caprice, or fancy guide. 
The World and I fortuitously met ; 
I ow*d a trifle, and have paid the debt ; 
She did me wrong, 1 recompensed the deed. 
And, having struck the balance now proceed* 
Perhi4>s, however, as some years have pass'd. 
Since she and I conversed together lasl^ 
And I have liv'd recluse in rural shades* 
Which seldom a distinct report pervades* 
Great changes and new manners have occnrr'd. 
And bless*d reforms, that 1 have never heard. 
And she may now be as discreet and wise. 
As once absurd in all discerning eyes ; 
Sobriety perhaps may now be found. 
Where once intoxication press*d the ground ; 
The subtile and usurious may be Just : 
dAnd he grown chaste, that was the slave of lost : 
Arts once esteem'd may be vnth sbams dismias'di 
Cliaiitj may relax, the mVse!t*« fk«^ \ 
The gameater may liave cajB^Y>>Va c«t^ v««.l» 
Forgot to ourse, and cnily TK«Ato ^stws. 
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It hat Indeed been told me (with what weight* 
How credibly, 'tis bard for me to state,) 
That fhbles dd, that seem'd for ever mute, 
RevivM, are hast*ning into fresh repute, 
And gods and goddesses, discarded long 
Like useless lumber, or a 8troller*8 song, 
Ave bringing into vogue their heathen train. 
And Jupiter bids fair to rule again ; 
That certain feasts are instituted now. 
Where Venus hears the loTer*s tender vow ; 
That all Olympus through the country roves. 
To consecrate our !|ew remaining groves. 
And Echo learns poutely to repeat 
The praise of names for ages obsolete : 
That having prov'd the weakness, it should seem* 
Of Revelation's ineCfectual beam, 
And give the moral springs their proper play. 
To bring the passions under sober sway. 
They meaa to try what may at last be done. 
By stoat sabstantial gods of wood and stone. 
And whether Roman rites may not produce 
The virtues of old Rome for English use. 
May such success attend the pious plan. 
May Mercury once more embellish man, 
Gribce him again with long forgotten arts. 
Reclaim his taste, and brighten up his parts, 
Midce him athletic, as in days of old, 
Leam'd at the bar, in the palaestra bold. 
Divest the roughs sex of female airs. 
And teach the scoter not to copy theirs : 
The change shall please, nor shall it matter ought 
Who works the wonder, if it be but wrought : 
'TIS time, however, if the case stand thus 
For us plain folks, and all who side with us. 
To build our altar, confident and bold. 
And say as stem El^ah said of old. 
The strife now stands upon a fair award. 
If Israel's Lord be God, then serve the Lord : 
If he be silent, faith is all a whim. 
Then Baal is the God, and worship him. 
Digression is so much in modem use, 
llioaght is so rare, and fancy so profuse. 
Some never seem so wide ot theix Vsx^wi, 
As when retnming to the thetne ^^ei vct«ei^i \ 
Aa mendicants, whose bxk:^ii\e«& \& Va tvAXSk« 
Make ev*ry parish but theVi ovmXtoevxXvoxaft. 
Though such continaai x\^»6% Vsx «»>»^* 
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Sach drunken reelings, have an awkward lock^ 
And I had rather creep to what is tme, 
1 han rove and stagger with no mark Ui view } 
Yet to consult a little, seem'd no crime. 
The freakish humoar of the present time : 
But now to gather up what seem'd dispers'd. 
And touch the subject I designM at first. 
May prove, thouph much beside the rules of art» 
Best for the public and my wisest part. 
And first, let no man charge roe, that I mean 
To clothe in sable ev'ry social scene. 
And give good company a face severe, 
As if they met around a father's bier ; 
For tell some men, that pleasure all their bent. 
And laughter all their work, is life misspent. 
Their wisdom bursts into this sage reply, — 
Then rohrth is sin, and we should always cry. 
To find the medium asks some share of wit. 
And therefore 'tis a mark fools never hit. 
But though life's valley be a vale of tears, 
A brighter scene beyond that vale appears, 
Whose glory, with a light that never fades. 
Shoots between scatter'd rocks and op'ning shades 
And, while it shows the land the souls desires. 
The language of the land she seeks inspires. 
Thus touch'd, the tongue receives a sacred cure 
Of all that was absurd, profane, impure ; 
Held within modest bounds, the tide of speech 
Pursues the course that Truth and Nature teacli ; 
No longer labours merely to produce 
The pomp of sound, or tinkle without me i 
Where'er it winds, the salutary stream. 
Sprightly and fresh enriches ev'ry theme. 
While all the happy roan posscss'd before. 
The gift of nature, or the classic store , 
Is made subservient to the grand design. 
For which Heaven form'd the faculty divine. 
So, should an idiot, while at large he strays, 
find the sweet lyre on which an artist plays. 
With rash and awkward force the chords he shakes^ 
And grins with wonder at the jar he makes } 
But let the wise and well-instructed hand 
Ctoce take the shell beneath his iust commaxid. 
In gentle 8onm\s it seema as it coti\\\a^^CL 
Of the rude ii Juries it late B\i&taau'd, 
TUI turned at leugrth to aome immacteX w»a«» ..^^ 

It Moands Jehovah's name, anOL ^wta Yiift v»te* «»»«. 
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Hacknbt'd fn Inuiness, wearied at that oar, 

Whicfa tboTisands, once fast chain'd to, quit no more^ 

But which, when life at ebb runs weak and low. 

All wish, or seem to wish, they could foregro ; 

The statesman, lawyer, merchant, man of trade, 

Panta for the reftigre of some rural shade. 

Where, all bis loni^ anxieties forg^ot 

>mid Uie charms of a sequestered spot. 

Or recollected only to guild o'er. 

And add a smile to what was sweet before. 

He may jKWsess the Joys he thinks he sees. 

Lay bis (dd aire upon the lap of Ease, 

Improre the remnant of his wasted span. 

And, having Mved atrifler, die a man. 

Thus Conscience pleads her cause within tbe breast, 

Tlioiif h long reb^*d against, not yet suppressed. 

And calls a creature form'd for (Sod alone. 

For Heaven's high purposes, and not his own. 

Calls him awav from selfish ends and aims, 

firom what debilitates and what inflames. 

From dti^ hamming with a restless crowd. 

Sordid as active, igrnorant as loud. 

Whose highest praise is that they live in vain. 

The dupes of pleasure, or the slaves of gain. 

Where works of man are duster'd close around. 

And works of God are hardly to be found. 

To r^on^ where, in spite of sin and wo. 

Traces of Eden are still seen below. 

Where monntain, river, totesfc, tk«\^, wv^l ^^-^^^ 

Rembtd him of his MaViet^s ipo^ct «xA^ssH^. 

Tta well, if look*dfoT at %o \ate a «as» 

In the last scene of sucU a ««x»€^e«» V^^j , 
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True wisdom will attend his feeble call. 

And grace his action ere the curtain fall. 

Souls that have long despis'd their heavenly Urth, 

Their wishes all impregnated with earth, 

For threescore years employed with ceaseless care 

In catching smoke and feeding upon air. 

Conversant only with the ways of men, 

Rarely redeeming the short remaining ten. 

Invet'rate habits choke th* unfruitful heart, 

Their fibres penetrate its tendYest part. 

And, drcdningits nutritions powers to feed 

Their noxious growth, starve every better seed. 

Happy, if full of days— but happier far, 
If, ere we yet discern life's evening star. 
Sick of the service of a world, that feeds 
Its patient drudges with dry chaff and weeds. 
We can escape flrom Custom's idiot sway 
To serve the sov'reign we were bom t* obey, 
(Infinite skill) in all that he was made ! 
To trace in Nature's most minute design 
The signature and stamp of power divine. 
Contrivance intricate, expressed with ease, 
"Where unassisted sight no beauty sees. 
The shapely limb, and lubricated joint, 
liVithin the small dimensions of a point. 
Muscle and nerve miraculously spun. 
His mighty work, who speaks, and it is done, 
Th* invisible in things scarce seen reveal'd. 
To whom an atom is an ample field : 
To wonder at a thousand insect forms, 
These hatch'd, and those resuscitated worms. 
New life ordain'd and brighter scenes to share. 
Once prone on earth, now buoyant upon air. 
Whose shape would make them, had they bulk and size. 
More hideous foes than fancy can devise ; 
With helmetrheads and dragon.scales ad«m*d. 
The mighty myriads, pow securely scom*d. 
Would mock the majesty of man's high birth. 
Despise his bulwarks, and unpeople earth. * 
Then with a glance of fancy to survey. 
Far as the faculty can stretch away, ' 
I'en thousand rivers ix)ur'd at his command 1 
From urns, that never fail, through every land { 
These like a deluge with impetuous force. 
Those winding jnodestlv a eUent coux«e\ 
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The dood-Bimnoiinting Alp», the fhiitfal vales ; 
Seas, on wtaidi every nation spreads her sails $ 
The sun, a world whence other worlds drink light. 
Hie cre s c e nt moon, the diadem of night ; 
Stan coontless, each in his appointed place, 
Fast anchor'd in the deep abyss of space— 
At snch a sight to catch the poef s flame, 
And with a rapture like his own exclaim. 
These are thy glorious works, thoa Source of Good, 
How dimW seen, how faintly understood 1 
Thine, and upheld by thy paternal care. 
This miiTersal frame, thus wondrous fair : 
Thy power divine, and bounty beyond thought, 
Ador'd and praised in all that thou hast wrought, 
AbeorbM in that immensity I see, 
1 shrink abas*d, and yet aspire to thee ) * 
Instruct me, guide me to that heavenly day, 
Ttay worda, more clearly than thy works display. 
That, while thy truths my grosser thoughts re&ie 
I nuqr resemble thee, and call thee mine. 

O bless'd proficiency ! surpassing all, 
That men erroneoasly their glory call. 
The recompense that arts or arms can yield. 
The bar, the senate, or the tented field. 
Ck>mpar'd with this sublimest life below. 
Ye kings and rulers, what have courts to show ? 
Thus studied, used, and consecrated thus, * 
On earth what is, seems form'd indeed for us : 
Not as the iriaytbing of a froward child, 
Fretfttd unless diverted and beguil'd, 
Mudi less to feed and fan the fatal fires 
Of pride, ambition, or impure desires, 
But as a scale, by which the son] ascends 
¥tom md^hty means to more important ends, 
Sccurelj, though by steps but rarely trod. 
Mounts from inferior beings up to God, 
And sees, by no fallacious light or dim, 
Ewrth made for man, and man himself for him. 

Not tiiat I mean t' approve, or would enforce, 
A superstitious and monastic course : 
Truth is not local, God alike pervades 
And fills tiie world of traflQc and the shades. 
And may be fear'd amidst tkie \»a\«i^. %«xnv<%^ 
Or sooffn'd where busineas nevex VEA«n«»v«&« 
But tls not easy with a mVnd'^Ve o\ix«, 
CottsdouB of veakneea in ita xtf:^\«&V "fiow^'^'^ 
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worid, where other ills apart, 
tg: eye misleads the careless heart, 
rhought. by nature prone to stray 
' freakish Fancy points the way ; 
3 pleadings of SelMove be stiU. 
ir own and seek oar Maker's will ; 
1 the page of Scripture, and compare 
.uct with the laws engraven there } 
ire all that passes in the breast, 
\ fairly, by that sacred test ; 
iito the secret deeps within, 
no pasition and no fav'rite sin, 
:h the themes, important above all, 
\, and our recovery from our fall, 
re, silence, and a mind releas'd 
:ious thoughts how wealth may be increaa'd i 
ecure, in some propitious hour 
; of interest, or the post of power, 
renc, and equally retir*d 
ects too much dreaded or desir'd. 
t the clamours of perverse dispute, 
sure friendly to the great pursuit. 
g the map of God's extensive plan* 
\ little isle, this life of man ; 
I unknown expanse appears 
iround and limiting his years, 
race examine and explore 
*k and cavern of the dang'rous shore, 
i collect what in their eyes excels, 
ning pebbles, and some weeds and shells j 
m, dream that they are rich and great, 
liest he that groans beneath his weight i 
is o'ertake them in their serious play, 
Y hour sweeps multitudes away } 
ek and sink, survivors start and weep. 
lelr sport, and follow to the deep. 
*sake the throng ; with lifted eyea 
th at Heaven, and gain a real prize, 
sdom, grace, and peace like that above, 
th his signet whom they serve and love 
ly the rest, with patient hope they wait 
lease flrom their imperfect state, 
^retted, are soon snalbcWd away 
\ea of sorrow into gUMoua do^. 
alone prefer a life recYoBe, 
letirement for its \ko\kx ase\ 
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The love of <di«Bg«, that lives in every breast. 
Genius and temper, and desire of rest. 
Dlsoordant motives in one centre meet, 
And each inclines its votary to retreat. 
Some minds by nature are averse to noise. 
And hate the tumult half the world enjojrs. 
The lure of avarice, or the pompous prize, ' 
That courts display before ambitious eyes ; 
The fktdts that hangr on pleasure's flowery stem, 
WfuA/e'er enchants them, are no snares to them. 
T6 them the deep recess of dusky groves. 
Or ftnrest, where the deer securely roves. 
The lUl of waters and the songr of birds. 
And hills that echo to the disUuit herds. 
Are luxuries excelling all the glare 
. The wotld can boast, and her chief fsv'rites share. 
With eager step and carelessly array'd. 
For such a cause the poet seeks the shade; 
From aU he sees he catches new delight, 
Fleas*d fuusj daps her pinions at the sight. 
The rising or the setting orb of day, 
The douds ttiat flit, or slowly float away. 
Nature in all the various shapes she wears. 
Frowning in sUnrms, or breathing gentle airs ; 
The snowy robe her wintry state assumes, 
Her summer heats, her flruits, and her perfumes, 
AU, all alike transport the glowing bard. 
Success in rbvme his glory and reward. 
O Nature ! whose Elysian scenes disclose 
His bright perfections, at whose word they rose. 
Next to that power who form'd thee and sustains. 
Be thou the great inspirer of my strains. 
Still, as I touch the lyre, do thou expand 
TUj genuine charms, and gruide an artless baud, 
Him I mi^ catch a Are but rarely known. 
Give nsefU Ughi, though I should miss renown. 
And, pcnring on thy page, whose every line 
Bews proof of an intelligence divine, 
fifaj fed a heart enrich'd by what it pays. 
That bvdlcto its ^ory on its Maker's praise. 
Wo to the man, whose wit disclaims its use, 
Olitt'ring in vain, or only to seduce. 
Who studies natoie wliYi «^ Nvvntou e^^, 
AdaUrea the work, but aVipa t\i«\e«&cm.>ys \ 
His Jionrs of Idsnre and recesA %m\i^^ 
Id dimwinir plfltom of foiMAA«a Vy3^% 
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Retires to blazon his own worthless name, 
Or shoot the careless with a surer aim. 

The lover, too, shuns business and alarms, 
Tender idolater of absent charms. 
Saints offer nothing in their warmest prayers. 
That he devotes not with a zeal like theirs j 
'Tis consecration of bis heart, soul, time, 
And eveiy thought that wanders is a crime. 
In sighs he worships his supremely fair. 
And weeps a sad libation in despair ; 
Adores a creature* and, devout in vain. 
Wins in return an answer of disdain. 
As woodbine weds the plant within her reach. 
Rough elm, or smooth-grain'd ash, cr glossy beech. 
In spiral rings ascends the trunk, and lays 
Her golden tassels on the leafy spray. 
But does a mischief while she lends a grace, 
Strait*ning its growth by such a strict embrace } 
So love, that clings around the noblest minds. 
Forbids th' advancement of the soul he binds : 
The suitor's air indeed he soon improves. 
And forms it to the taste of her he loves. 
Teaches his eyes a language, and no less 
Refines his speech, and fashions his address ; 
But farewell promises of happier fruits. 
Manly designs, and learning's grave pursuits i 
Girt with a chain he cannot wish to break. 
His only bliss is sorrow for her sake ; 
Who will, may pant for glory, and excel. 
Her smile his aim, all higher aims farew^ I 
Thyrsis, Alexis, or whatever name 
May least offend against so pure a flame. 
Though sage advice of fHends the most sincere 
Sounds harshly in so delicate an ear. 
And lovers, of all creatures, tame or wild. 
Can least brook management, however mild{ 
Yet let a poet (poetry disarms 
The fiercest animals with magic charms,) 
Risk an intrusion on thy pensive mood. 
And woo and wui thee to thy proper good. 
Pastoral images and still retreats. 
Umbrageous walks and solitary seats. 
Sweet birds in concert with harmonioas sfo^ams. 
Soft airs, nocturnal Wgils, and day dreams, 
jfjv all eachantmeaU in a case like tVidnet 
Conspire against thj peace with one (AeiitS<^i 
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Soothe ftiee to make thee but a surer prey. 
And feed Hie fire tbat wastes thy powers away* 
tip— God has fonn'd thee with a wiser view. 
Not to be led in chains, but to subdue ; 
Calls thee to enpe with enemies, and first 
Paints out a conflict with thyself, the worst* 
Woman indeed a g:ifb he would bestow 
When he desiirn'd a Paradise below. 
The richest earthly boon his hands afford. 
Deserves to be belov'd, but not adored. 
Poet away swiftly to more active scenes, 
Coltect the scatter*d truths that study g:leans, 
Bfiz with the world, but with its wiser part. 
No longer give an imag^e all thine heart : 
Its empire is not hers, nor is It thine, 
'TIS God*s just claim, prerogative divine. 

inrtnous and faitiiful Hkbkrdkn, whose skill 
Attempts no task it cannot well ftilfll, 
Gives mAoudioly up to Nature's care, 
And send! the patient into purer air. 
Look where he comes— in his embower*d alcove 
Stand close conceal'd, and see a statue move : 
Lips busy, and eyes flx'd, foot falling slow. 
Arms hanging idly down, hands clasp'd below. 
Interpret to the marking eye distress, 
Such has its symptoms con alone express. 
That tcmgoe Is silent now ; tiiat silent tongue 
Could argue once, could jest or join the song, 
Gould give advice, could censure or conimend. 
Or charm the sorrows of a drooping friend. 
Renonnc'd alike its office and its sport. 
Its lirisker and its graver strains fall short ; 
Both fail Ixmeath a fever's secret sway. 
And like a summer brook are passM away. 
This is a sight for Pity to peruse. 
Till she resemble faintly what she views. 
Till Sympathy contract a kindred pain, 
Pierc'd with the woes that she laments in vain. 
This, of all maladies that man infest. 
Claims moet compassion, and receives the least : 
Job fdt it, when he groaned beneath the rod 
And the barb*d arrows of a flrowning God } 
And such emoUenta as )^ tneniSA co^oMi v(»xft« 
Frieada enet ms his lor modexu JcJbs \k«««*** -^x 
JileM'd, rather can*d, iwVt\\ \iewrta x\»lTi«^« vftR\> 
JCept snag in caskets of c\ose-Yi»xnnxe:^^ vxftv» 



144 RETIBEMENT. 

'With mouths made only to grrin wide and tut. 
And minds, that deem'd derided pain a treat. 
With limbs of British oak, and nerves of wire. 
And wit that puppet-prompters might inspire. 
Their sovereign nostruri is a clumsy Joke 
Ou pangs eiiforc'd with God's severest stroke 
But with a soul, that ever felt the sthig 
Of sorrow, sorrow is a eacred thing : 
Not to molest, or irritate, or raise 
A laugh at his expense, is slender praise i 
He that has not usurp'd the name of man, 
Does all, and deems too little all, he can, 
T* assuage the throbbings of the fester'd part. 
And snatch the bleedings of a broken heart* 
'TIS not, as heads that never ache suppose* 
Forgery of fancy, and a dream of woesj 
Man is a harp, whose chords elude the sight, 
Each yielding harmony dispos*d aright ; 
The screws reversed, (a task which, if he please, 
God in a moment executes with ease,) 
Ten thousand thousand strings at once go loose, 
Lost, till he tune them, all their power and use. 
Then neither heathy wilds, nor scenes as fair 
As ever recompens'd the peasant's care, 
Nor soft declivities with tufted hills. 
Nor view of waters turning busy mills. 
Parks in which Art preceptress Nature weda 
Nor gardens interspers'd with flow'ry beds. 
Nor gales that catch the scent of blooming groves. 
And waft it to the mourner as he roves. 
Can call up life into his faded eye. 
That passes all he sees unheeded by ; 
No wounds like those a wounded spirit feels, 
No cure for such, till God, who makes fhero, hi'ala. 
And thou, sad suflfrer under nameless ill. 
That yields not to the touch of human skill. 
Improve the kind occasion, understand 
A father's flrown, and kiss his chast'ning hand. 
To thee the day-spring and the blaze of noon. 
The purple evening and resplendent moon. 
The stars that, sprinkled o'er the vault of nl^it» 
Seem drops descending in a shower of light. 
Shine not, or andesin^ audYkaXedL %\)ixu&. 
Seen through the medium ot «k c\o\x^>&A^Oc&Dit\ 
Yet seek him, in bla fttvoui \VLe \a 1o\sb&» 
•AJJ bliss beside a ahftdow at a «o>kd&'<. 
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Then heavoif edips*d so long, and this doll earth, 

Slall seon to start into a second birth i 

Nature, assuming a more lovely face, 

Borr'wing a beantj from the works of grace 

Shall be despisM and everlooked no more. 

Shall fill tiiee with delights nnfclt before. 

Impart to things inanimate a voice, 

And bid her mountains and lier hills r^oicc ; 

The sound shall run along the winding vales, 

And thou ei\joy an Eden ere it fails. 
Ye groves (the statesman at his desk exclaims. 

Sick of a thousand disappointed aims), 

My patrimonial treasure and my pride, 

Boieath your shades your grey possessor hide. 

Receive me languishing for that repose 

The servant of the public never knows. 

Ye saw me once (ah, those regretted days, 

When boyish innocence was all my praise !> 

Hour after hour delightfully allot 

To studies then familiar, since forgot. 

And cultivate a taste for ancient song. 

Catching its ardour as T mused along ; 

Nor seldom, as propitious Heaven might send, 

What once I valued and could host, a friend. 

Were witnesses how cordially I pressed 

His undiftBembling virtue to my breast; 

Receive me now, not uncorrupt as then. 

Nor guiltless of corrupting other men. 

But vers'd in arts, that, while they seem to stay 

A falling empire, hasten its decay. 

To the fair haven of my native home, 

The wreck of what 1 was, iatigu*d I come; 

For once I can apivove the patriot's void. 

And make the course he recommends my choice : 

We meet at last in one sincere desire. 

His wish and mine both prompt me to retire. 

'Tis done -he steps uito the welcome chaise. 

Lolls at his ease behind four handsome bays. 

That whirl away frx>m buiuess and debate 

The disencumbered Atlas of the state. 

Ask not the boy, who, when the breeze of mom 

Unit shakes the glitt'ring drops from escx^ \>Cknirci, ] 

VnfoJda his flock, then under baxvV ot \ra&\v 

SUb linking cherry-stones, ot p\aUin« t\x^\v« 
How fair ia fVeedom ?-— he vraa •iws^* ^»«* 
To carve hia rustic name upon attftc* 
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Who comes when call'd, and at a word withdraws. 

Speaks with reserve, and listens with applaase ; 

Some plain mechanic, who, without pictence 

To birth or wit, nor gives nor taltcs oflence ; 

On whom he rests wcll-pleas*d his weary powers. 

And talks and laughs away his vacant hours. 

The tide of life, swift always in its course. 

May nm in cities with a brisker force. 

Bat nowhere with a current so serene. 

Or half so clear as in the rural scene. 

Yet how fallacious is all earthly bliss, 

What obvious truths the wisest heads may miss ; 

Some pleasures live a month, and some a year. 

But short the date of all we gather here ; 

No hwpiness is felt, except the U-ue, 

That does not charm the more for being new. 

This observation, as it chanc'd, not made, 

Or, if ttie thonght occurr'd, not duly weighed. 

He sighs — for after all by slow degrees 

The spot he lov*d has lost the power to please ; 

To cross his ambling pony day by day. 

Seems at the best but dreaming life away: 

The prospect, such as might enchant despair. 

He views it not, or sees no beauty there t 

With aching heart, and discontented looks. 

Returns at noon to billiards or to books. 

But feels, while grasping at his faded joys, 

A secret thirst of his renounc*d employs. 

He chides the tardiness of every post. 

Pants to be told of battles won or lost. 

Blames his own indolence, observes, though late, 

'Tis criminal to leave a sinking state, 

Fhes to the levee, and, receiv'd with grace, 

Kneels, Usses hands, and shines again in place. 

Suburban villas, highway-side retreats. 
That dread th' encroachment of our growing strccUt 
Tight boxes neatly sash'd, and in a blaze 
With aH a July san*s collected rays, 
Delight the citizen, who, gasping there. 
Breathes clouds of dust, and calls it country air. 
O sweet retirement, who would balk the thought. 
That could aflbrd retirement, or covAdi tio\>> 
lU Buch an easy walk, so amoot\i audi «^x«!a^t)^.% 
The second mile-stoue ftonta t\ve e«c4«rci «;ikft'o 

r€m and safe shelter in the nett «!ta^-cow3^* 
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There, prison'd in a parlo<ir snag: aad small. 
Like bottled wasps upon a southern wall. 
The man of business and his friends compreaa'd, 
Forget their labours, and yet find no rest j 
But still 'tis rural — trees are to be seen 
From every window, and the fields are green j 
Ducks paddle in the pond before the door. 
And what could a remoter scene show mc^rej 
A sense of elegance we rarely find 
The portion of a mean or vulgar mind. 
And ignorance of better things makes man. 
Who cannot much re;joice, in what he can : 
And he that deems his leisure well bratow'd 
In contemplation of a turnpike-road. 
Is occupied as well, employs his hours 
As wisely, and as much improves his powcn^ 
As he that slumbers in pavilions graced 
With all the charms of an accomplish'd taste. 
Yet hence, alas ! insolvencies : and hence 
Th* unpitied victim of ill-Judg*d expense. 
From all his wearisome engagements freed. 
Shakes hands with business, and retires indeed. 

Your prudent grand-mammas, ye modem belles^ 
Content vnth Bristol, Bath, and Tunbridge-wells, 
When health required it, would consent to roam. 
Else more attach'd to pleasures found at home* 
But now alike, gay widow, virgin, wife. 
Ingenious to diversify dull life. 
In coaches, chaises, caravans, and hoys. 
Fly to the coast for daily, nightly Joys ^ 
And all, impatient of dry land, agree 
With one consent to rush into the sea. — 
Oc^m exhibits, fathomless and broad. 
Much of the power and majesty of God, 
He swathes about t'lc swelling of the deep ; 
That shines and rests, as infants smile and sleep ; 
Vast as it is, it answers as it flows 
The breathings of the lightest air that blowa. 
Curling and whit'ning over all the waste. 
The rising waves obey th* increasing blast 
Abrupt and horrid as the tempest roars. 
Thunder and flash upon the steadfast shores, 
Tai be, that rides the whirlwind, cYiecYa \:ki« x^Nxv, 
Tbeu all the world of watern sleev &«^.— 
^ereida or Dryadn, as the fashVon \eaAai 
AoHr in the floods, now panUiie ^ ^^^ «icw»» 



BETIBEMSirr. 149 

Votaries of Fleasore still, where*er she dwells, 

Neiir barren rocks, in palaces, or cells, 

O srant a poet leave to recommend 

(A poet fond of nature, and yoar friend) 

Her sligrhted works to your admiring: view ; 

Her works mast needs excell, who fashion'd yon. 

Would ye, when rambling in yoor morning ride. 

With some onmeaning coxcomb at yoor ^de, 

Condemn the prattler far his idle pidns. 

To waste onheard the mosic of his strains. 

And, desf to aU th* impertinence of tongue. 

That, while it courts, afflronts and does you wrong, 

Mark well the finish'd plan without a fault, 

The seas ^obose and huge, th* o'erarchiug vault, 

Earth's millions daily fed, a world employed 

In gathering plenty yet to be enjoyed. 

Till gratitude grew vocal in the praise 

Of God, beneficent in all his ways ; 

Graced with such wisdom, how would beauty shine! 

Ye want but tliat to seem indeed divuie. 

Anticipated rents, and bills unpaid. 
Force many a shining youth into the shade, 
Not to redeem his time, but his estate. 
And irfay the fool, but at a cheaper rate. 
There, hid in loathed obscurity, removed 
From pleasures left, but never more beloved. 
He just endures, and with a sickly spleen 
Sighs o'er the beauties of the charming scene. 
>]ature indeed looks prettily in rhyme ; 
Streams tinkle sweetiy in poetic chime : 
The warblings of the blackbird, clear and strong. 
Are musical enough in Thomson's song; 
And Cobham's groves, and Windsor's green retreats. 
When Pope describes them, have a thousand sweets } 
He likes the oountiy, but in truth must own 
Most likes it, when he studies it in town. 

Poor Jack— no matter who— for when I blame, 
I pity, and must therefore sink the name. 
Lived in his saddle, loved the chase, the course. 
And always, ere he mounted, kissed his horse. 
Th* estate, bis sires had own'd in ancient years. 
Was quickly distanced, match'd against a peer's. 
Jack vanish'd, was regretted axi^ \ot^\. \ j 

"lU wild good.nature's never-taffliw?; \o\., 1 

At lentctb, when all had long awpvo^c^'^'^^ ^v:^>»» 
Bjr cold submersion, razor, tope, ot \*»A» 
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My lord, alighted at bis ufiuol i)lace. 
The Crown, took notice of an ostler's face. 
Jack knew hia fticnd, but hoped in that disgui: 
He tuight escape the most observuig eyes. 
And whistling, as if unconccrn*d and gay. 
Curried his nag, and look'd tuiothcr way. 
Convinc'd at lost, upon a nearer view, 
*Twas he, the same, the very Jack be knew, 
0'erwhelm*d at once with wonder, grief, and ; 
lie press'd him much to quit his base employ ; 
His countenance, his purse, his heart, his ban 
Influence and power, were all at his command 
Peers arc not always gcn'rous as wclUbred, , 
But Granby was, n\cant truly what be said. ' 
Jack bow'd and was oblig'd — coiifess'd 'twas s 
That so retired he should not wish a change. 
But knew no medium between guzzling beer. 
And his old sthit— three thousand pounds a yc 

Thus some retire to nourish hopeless wo ; 
Some seeking happiness not fr^und below ; 
Some to comply with humour, and a mind 
To social scenes by nature disinclinM ; 
Some sway*d by fashion, some by deep disgust 
Some eelf-impoverish'd, and because they luus 
But few, that court retirement, arc aware 
Of half the toils they must encounter there. 

Lucrative offices are seldom lost 
For want of powers proportion^ to the post : 
Give e'en a dmice the employment he desires. 
And he soon finds the talents it requires ; 
A business with an income at its heels 
Furnishes always oil for its own wheels. 
But in Ids arduous enterprise to close 
His active years with indolent repose. 
He finds the labours of that state exceed 
His utmost faculties, severe indeed, 
'lis easy to resign a toilsome place. 
But not to manage leisure with a grace ; 
Absence of occupation is not rest, 
A mind quite vacant is a mind distress'd ; 
The vet'ran steed, excused his task at length, 
III kind compassion of his failing strength. 
And turned into the peurk or me&d to y^caze^ 
Exempt frotti future service aW. \\Va Cia.>i%, 
'J here feels a pleasure perfect Vu \ta "toxwX* 
Jiiiin^Cd at liberty aud siiuife t^e vjVofli*. 
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But when bus lord would quit the busy road, 
i'o taste a joy like that he had bestow'd, 
He proves less happy than his favour'd brute, 
A life of ease a dMcult pursuit. 
Thoagrh, to the man that never thinks, may seem 
As natural as when asleep to dream ; 
But reveries (for human minds will act) 
Specious in show, impossible in fact. 
Those flimsy webs, tlmt break as soon as wrought, 
Attain not to the dignity of thought; 
Nor yet the swarms that occupy the brain, 
Where dreams of dress, intrigue, and pleasure reign 
Nor such as useless conversation breeds, 
Or lust engenders, and indulgence feeds. 
Whence, and what are we ? to what end ordajn'd ? 
What means the drama by the world sustaiird? 
Business or vain amusement, care or mirth. 
Divide the Arail inhabitants of earth. 
Is duty a mere sport, or an employ ? 
Life an intrusted talent, or a toy ? 
Is there, as reason, conscience, Scripture say. 
Cause to provide for a great fuiure day. 
When, earth's as5ign*d duration at an end, 
Man shidl be summon'd and the dead attend ? 
The trumpet— will it sound, the curtain rise. 
And show the august tribunal of the skies : 
Where no prevarications shall avail. 
Where eloquence and artifice shall fail. 
The pride of arrogant distinctions fall. 
And conscience and our conduct judge us all ? 
Pardon me, ye that give the midnight oil 
To learned cares, or philosophic toil, 
Though I revere your honourable names* 
Your useful labours and important aims. 
And hold the world indebted to your aid, 
Enrich'd with the discoveries yc have made : 
Yet let me stand excus'd, if I esteem 
A mind employ'd on so sublime a theme, 
Pushing her bold inquiry to the date 
And outline of the present transient state. 
And after poising her advent'rous wings, 
Settling at last upon eternal things. 
Far more intelligent, and better taught 
The strenuous use of ptofifcoXAe \,\vovx^\., A 

Thau ye, when happiest, aufli euYi.st>^\fivv'^'ttva«., 1 

And highest hi reiiown, caxi^xxsW^ \iQ»gX, ^ 
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A mind vnnerv'd, or indispos'd to bear 
The weight of siil{}ect8 worthiest of her care. 
Whatever hopes a change of scene inspires. 
Must change her nature, or in vain retires. 
An idler is a watch, that wants both hands; 
As useless if it goes, as when it stands. 
Books therefore, not the scandal of the shelves. 
In which lewd sensualists print out themselves ; 
Nor those, in which the stage gives vice a blow. 
With what success let modem manners show ; 
Nor his, who, for the bane of thousands bom. 
Built Grod a church, and laughed his word to soom. 
Skilful alike to seem devout and just, 
And stab religion with a sly side-thrust ; 
Nor those of Icam'd philologists, who chase 
A panting syllable through time and space. 
Start it at home, and hunt it in the dark. 
To Gaul, to Greece, and mto Noah's ark. 
But such as Learning without false pretence. 
The Mend of Truth, th* a.ssociate of sound Sense, 
And such as, in the zeal of good desig^i. 
Strong of judgment lab'ring in the Scripture minei. 
All such as manly and great souls produce. 
Worthy to live, and of eternal use : 
Behold in these what leisure hours demand. 
Amusement and true knowledge, hand in hand. 
Luxury gives the mind a childish caste, 
And while she i>olishes, perverts the taste ; 
Habits of close attention, thinking heads. 
Become more rare as dissipation spreads, 
Till authors hear at length one gen*ral cry,— 
Tickle and entertain us, or we die. 
The loud demands, ftrom year to year the same. 
Beggars Invention, and makes Fancy lame j 
Till Farce itself, most mournfully j^une. 
Calls for the kind assistance of a tune ; 
And novels (witness every month's re^ew) 
Belie their name, and offer nothing new. 
The mind, relaxing into needful sport. 
Should turn to writers of an abler sort. 
Whose wit well manag*d, and whose classic style 
Give troth a lustre, and make wisdom smile. 
Friends, (for I cannot stint, as some have done. 
Too rigid in my view, that xtameio oue \ 
Though one I grant it in the getftoua \$««sX 
^W stand advanc'd a step above Uax«&V. 
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Flowers bj that name promiscaonsly we call, 
Bat one, the rose, the reg:e»t of them all)~ 
Friends, not adopted with a schoolboy's haste, 
Bat choosen with a nice discerning taste, 
WcAl-bom, well disdplin'd who plac'd apart 
Trom vulgar minds, have honoar much at heart. 
And though the World may think th' ingredients odd. 
The lore oi Virtne, and the fear of Oodl 
Such Mends prevent what else would socm socceed, 
A temper rustic as the life we lead. 
And keep the polish of the manners dean, 
Aa tbeirs who bustle in the busiest scene ; 
For solitude, however some may rave. 
Seeming a sanctuary, proves a grave, 
A sepulchre in which the living lie. 
Whore all good qualities grow sick and die. 
I praise the Frenchman,* his remark was shrewd- 
How sweet, how passing sweet, is solitude { 
But grant roe still a friend in my retreat, 
Whom I may whisper— solitude is sweet. 
Yet neither these delights, nor aught beside. 
That appetite can ask, or wealth provide 
Can save us always from a tedious day. 
Or shine the dulness of still life away } 
Divine communion, carefully enjoy* d. 
Or sought with energy, must fill the void 
O sacred art, to which alone life owes 
. Its happiest seasons, and a peaceful close, 
Scom'd in the world, indebted to that scorn 
For evUs daily felt and hardly borne. 
Not knowing thee, we reap with bleeding hands 
Flowers of rank odour upon thorny lands, 
And while experience cautions us in vain. 
Grasp seeming happiness, and find it pain. 
Despondence, self-deserted in her grief. 
Lost by abandoning her own relief, 
Murmaring and ungrateful discontent. 
That scorns affliction mercifully meant, 
Those humours, tart as wines upon the firet. 
Which idleness and weariness beget ; 
These, and a thousand plagues, that haunt the breast* 
Fond of the phantom of an earthly rest, 
Divine commnnion chases, as tVve Ascj 
JMvea to their dens th* obediennt beQi<^1& o\ vcci* 

• Broycre, 
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See Judah's promls'd king, bereft of all. 
Driven out an exile from the face of Saul, 
To distant caves the lonely wand' rer flies. 
To seek that peace a tyrant's frown denies. 
Hear the sweet accents of his tuneful voice, 
Hear him o'erwhelmed with sorrow, yet rc|ioice i 
No womanish or wailing grief has peul. 
No, not a moment, in his royal heart ; 
'Tis manly music, such as martyrs mnke, 
SuflPring with gladness for a Saviour's sake 
His soul exults, hope animates his lays. 
The sense of mercy kindles into praise. 
And wilds, familiar with the lion's roar, - 
Ring with ecstatic sounds unheard before : 
*Tis love like this, that can alone defeat 
The foes of man, or make a desert sweet. 

Religion does not censure or exclude 
Unnumber'd pleasures harmlessly pursued ; 
To study culture, and with artful toil 
To meliorate and tame the stubborn soil : 
To give dissimilar yet fruitful lands 
The grain, or herb, or plant, that each demands; 
To cherish virtue in an humble state. 
And share the joys your bounty mi^ create ; 
To mark the matchless workings of the power. 
That shuts within its seed t^e future flower, 
Bids these in elegance of form excell. 
In colour these, and those delight the smell. 
Sends Nature forth, the daughter of the skies. 
To dance on earth, and charm all human eyes; 
To teach the canvass innocent deceit. 
Or lay the landscape on the snowy sheet — 
These, these are arts pursued without a crime 
That leave no stain upon the wing of Time. 

Me poetry (or rather notes that aim 
Feebly and vainly at poetic fame,) 
Employs, shut out from more important views. 
Fast by the banks of the slow winding Ouse } 
Content if thus sequester'd J may raise 
A monitor's, though not a poet's praise, 
And while I teach an art too little known, 
To close life wisely, may not waste my owp. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

The history of the following production is briefly 
this : A lady, fond of blank verse, demanded a 
poem of that kind from the author, and gave him 
the Sofa for a subject. He obeyed ; and, having 
much leisure, connected another subject with it ; 
and pursuing the train of thought to which his 
situation and turn of mind led him, brought forth 
at length, instead of the trifle which he at first in- 
tended, a serious affiiir — a Volume. 

In the poem on the subject of Education,. he 
would be very sorry to stand suspected of having 
aimed his censure at any particular school. His 
objections are such as naturally apply themselves 
to schools in general. If there were not, as for 
the most part there is, wilful neglect in those who 
manage them, and an omission even of such disci- 
pline as they are susceptible of^ the objects are 
yet too numerous for minute attention ; and the 
aching hearts of ten thousand parents, mourning 
under the bitterest, of all disappointments, attest 
the truth of the allegation. His quarrel, there- 
fore, is with the mischief at larcce, and not with 
any partioalar instance of it. 



THE TASK. 

BOOK I. 

THE SOFA. 



THK AROVMKNT. 

BMoiIbbI dadnetion of maU, fktnn the Stool to the Sofh. — A •ehoolbeyii 
iiii V i ln - A walk In tbeeoontry. — The toencdeicrit-ed.— Burn 1 Mund* 
M well M 'Ifhta dclightAil.— Another walk.— MUtake eoDoernIng the 
tihmnaM of etrntude oometed. — Cokinnadee oommended.— Atoove, and 
-Um vtov from tt.— The wUdemeM.— The grove. —The thrasher.- ••The 
BMeMltj and the benellta of e^erclse.>»Thc works of nature superior to, 
■■A ki mmm faMt aa ew inimitable bf, art •••The wearlMmeuMi of what 
te eomiooly odled a Hit of nieaaure •••Change of scene sometimes ex. 
pedlaBt.~-A oommoD desert bed, and the rhameter of Crniy Kate in< 
lie daBsi l .— Qip«eys.— The blessings of civilised life.*^^Tbat state most 
fltTOOmMa to vlrtue.^-*The South Sra islanuers compasnioKated, but 
tMttf Oaud.~^HIs present state of mind supposed. — Oivilised life 

ftiaadly to Tlrtoe, but not great dties Great cities, ami London In 

partiealar. allowed their due praises, but censured. •~Fete ohampetre. 
-mTIm beoK eoadndea with a reflection on the fktal efiocta of diMipbtioa 
•Dd cflbmlnaqr open our public measures. 



T siifo the tovA. I, who lately sang 

Tlnitli, Hope, and Charity,* and touch'd with awe 

Tlie solemn chords, and with a trembling hand, 

Esoqi'd with pain from that advent'rous flight. 

Mow seek repose npon an humbler theme ; 

Tbe theme though humble, yet august and prodd 

Hi' occMlon— for the Fair commands the song. 

Time was, when clothing sumptuous or for use. 
Save their own painted skins, our sires had none. 
Am yet black breeches were not ; satin smooth, 
Or velvet soft, or plush with shaggy pile : 
The hardy chi^ upon the rugc^ ^^><^^ 
Waab'd bj the sea, or on t\ve gtw^Yts \k«s^ 
Thrown op by wintry torreuts TO«ftn,%V«jL^ 
Fearleaa cf wrong, repo8*d Tote nu^wtj %\x«w^i»* 

• See Foema, Wt» », «»> ««^^ '^^**' 
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Those barbarous ages past, succeeded next 

The birth-day of invention ; weak at first. 

Dull in design, and clumsy to perform. 

Joint stools were then created ; on three legs 

Upborne they stood. Three legs upholding tirra 

A massy slab, in fashion square or round. 

On such a stool immortal Alfired sat, 

And sway'd the sceptre of his infant realms ; 

And such in ancient halls and mansions drear 

May still be seen ; but perforated sore. 

And drill'd in iiolcs, the solid oak is found, 

By worms voracious eaten through and tlurongh. 

At length a generation more reiin'd 
Improved the simple plan ; made three legs four. 
Gave them a twisted form vermicular. 
And o'er the scat, with plenteous wadding stufTd, 
Induc'd a splendid cover, green and blue. 
Yellow and red, of tapestry richly wrought 
And woven close, or needlework sublime. 
There might ye see the piony spread wide. 
The full-blown rose, the shepherd and his lass, 
J^pdog and lambkin with black staring eyes, 
And parrots with twin cherries in their beak. 

Now came the cane flrom India, smooth and bright 
With Nature's varnish ; sever'd into stripes. 
That iuterlac*d each other, these supplied 
Of texture firm a lattice work that brac*d 
The new machine, and it became a chair. 
But restless was the chair ; the back erect 
Distress'd the weary loins, that felt no ease; 
The slipp'ry seat betray'd the sliding part. 
That pres8*d it, and the feet hung dangling down. 
Anxious in vain to find the distant floor. 
These for the rich ; the rest whom fate bad plac'd 
In modest mediocrity, content 
With base materials, sat on well-tann*d hides 
Obdurate and unyielding, glassy smooth. 
With here and thore a tuft of crimson yam. 
Or scarlet crewel, in the cushion flxM, 
If cushion might be called what harder seem*d 
Than the fljrm oak, of which the Arame was fogrm^d^ 
No want of timber then was felt or fear'd 
In Albion's happy isU. Tbe \um\iet itoicA 
Pond'roua and flx'd by its o^m tDSJUi "w^^^^ 
But dbowB still were wsxitknc-, tYw««, ioi«»««l% 
An alderman of cripples*^ coutclN'^ \ 
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And some ascribe th* invention to a priest. 

Burly, and big, and studious of his ease. 

Bat rode at flret, and not with easy slope 

Receding wide, they press'd against the ribs. 

And brois'd the side ; ai.d, elevated hii;h. 

Taught the rais*d shonl<lers to invade the ears. 

Long time elaps'd or e'er our rugged sires 

Complain'd, though incommodiously pent in. 

And ill at ease behind. The ladies first 

'Gan murmur, as became the softer sex. 

Ingenious Fancy, never better pleased 

Than wlien employ'd t' accommodate the fair. 

Heard the sweet moan with pity, and devised 

The soft settee ; one elbow at each end. 

And in the muJUtt an elbow it recciv'd, 

United, yet divided, twain at once. 

So sit two kings of Brentford on one throne } 

And so two citizens who talcc the air, , 

' Close pack*d, and smiling in a chaise and one. 
Bat relaxation of the languid frame, 
Bv BoSt recumbency of outstretchM limbs. 
Was Uiss reserv'd for happier days. So kIow 
The growth at what is excellent ; so hard 
T* attain perfection in this nether world. 
Thus first necessity invented stools, 
Convenience next suggested elbow chairs. 
And loxory the accoroplish'd So/a last. 

The nurse sleeps sweetly, lur'd to watch the sick» 
Whom nuning she disturbs. As sweetly he. 
Who qtdts the coach- box at the midnight hour, 
To sleep within the carriage more secure. 
Ills legs depmding at the open door. 
Sweet sleep ei\)oys the curate in his desk, 
Tlie tadioos rector drawling o*er his head , 
And sweet the clerk below. But neither sleep 
Of lasy narse who snores the sick man dead ; 
Vot his, who quits the box at midnight hour 
To slomber in the carriage more secure ; 
Nor sleep ei^oy'd by curate in his desk ; 
Nor yet the dc»ings of the clerk, are sweet, 
Compar'd with a repose a So/a yields. 
O may I live exempted (while I live 
ChMOtleas of jMunper'd appeUte oYMcewe,^ 

Aom pangB arthritic, that infest \.\\e Vo« 

orittMstine excess. The Sofa ati&ta 
Tb^ gouty Jimb, »tl8 true } but soot^ Vkxcto* 



160 THE TASK. 

Though on a Sofa^ may I never feel : 
For I have lov'd the rural >valk through lanes 
Of grassy swarth, close cropp'd by nibbling sheqi^ 
aud skirted thick with intertexture firm 
Of thorny boughs } have lov'd the rural walk 
O'er hills, through valleys, and by vivcrs* brink. 
E'er shice a truant boy I pass'd my bounds, 
T' enjoy a ramble on the banks of Thames; 
And stUl remember, nor without regret 
Of hours that sorrow since as much endear'd. 
How oft, my slice of pocket store consum'd. 
Still hung'ring, pcuuylcss, and far from home, 
I fed on scarlet hips and stony haws. 
Or blushing crabs, or berries that emboss 
The bramble, black as jet, or sloes austere. 
Hard fare ! but such as boyish appetite 
Disdains not ; nor the pallatc undeprav'd 
By culinary arts, unsav'ry deems. 
No Sqfa then awaited my return ; 
Nor Sofa then I needed. Youth repairs 
His wasted spirits quickly, by long toil 
Incurring short fatigue ; and though our years. 
As life declines speed rapidly away. 
And not a year but pilfers as he goes 
Some youthful grace, that age would gladly keep ; 
A tooth or auburn lock, and by degrees 
Their length and colour from the locks they spare} 
Th* elastic spring of an unwearied foot. 
That mounts the stile with ease, or leaps the fence. 
That play of lungs, inhaling and agam 
Respiring freely the fresh air, that makes 
Swift pace or steep ascent no toil to me. 
Mine have not pilfer'd yet, nor yet impair'd 
My reUsh of fair prospect ; scenes that sooth*d 
Or charm'd me young, no longer young, I find 
Still soothing, and of power to charm me stilL 
And witness, dear companion of my walks, 
Whose arm this twentieth winter I perceive 
Fast lock'd in mine, with pleasure such as love j 
Confljrm'd by long experience of thy worth 
And well-tried virtues, could alone expire^ 
IVtuess a joy that thou hast doubled long. 
Tboa know'st my praise of nature mo&t ^inccce. 
And that my raptures are not con^xa'^ Vf^ 
To aerve occasions of poetic pomp. 
Bat genuine, and art paxtuer ol tXiem «aii. 
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Bow oft upon yon eminence our pace 

Hat ilacken'd to a panse, and we have borne 

The ruffling wind, scarce conscious that it blew, 

While Admiration, feeding at the eje. 

And 8tQl unsated, dwelt upon the scene. 

Thence with what pleasure have we Just discem*d 

The distant plough slow moving, and beside 

His lab*ring team, that swerv'd not from tlie track. 

The ttordy swain diminish'd to a boy I 

Here Chise, slow winding through a level plain 

or spaduus meads with cattle sprinkled o*er, 

Conductfi the eye along his sinuous course 

Delighted. There, fsst rooted in their bank, 

StaikU never overlook*d, our fiavYitc elms, 

That screen the berdsman^s solitary hut ; 

While ftur beyond, and overthwart the stream, 

Tliat, as with molten glass, inlays the vale, 

The sloping land recedes into the clouds j 

Displaying on its varied side the grace 

Of hedge'row beauties numberless, square towrr, 

Till spire, from which the sound of cheerful bells 

Just tmdulates upon the list'nlng ear. 

Groves, heaths, and smoking villages remote. 

Scenes must be beautiful, which dadly viewed 

FlesAe daily, and whose novelty survives 

Long knowledge and the scrutiny of years : 

Praise Justly due to those that f describe. 

Nor rural sights alone, but rural sounds, 
Exhilarate the spirit, and restore 
Tlie tone of languid Nature. Mighty winds. 
That sweep the skirt of some far-spreading wood 
Of ancient growth, make music not unlike 
The dai^ ot Ocean on his winding shore, 
And lull the spfait whUe they fiU the mind ; 
Unnumber'd branches waving in the blast. 
And all their leaves fast flutt'ring, all at once. 
Nor less composure waits upon the roar 
Of distant fk>ods, or on the softer voice 
€)t neig' .b*ring fountain, or of rills that slip 
Through the cleft rock, and, chiming as they fall 
Uponloose pebbles, lose themselves at length 
In matted grass, that with a livelier green 
Betrays the secret of their silent coarse. 
Natiuv Inanimate employs sweet saoanAa, 
Bat Animated natmre sweeter atSiVi, 
To soothe and satisfy the Yiumexi eox. 
164 L 
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Ten thooMnd warblers cheer the day, and one 
The livelong night $ nor these alone, whose notes 
mce-flnger'd Art must emulate in vain, 
Bnt cai^ng rooks, and kites that swim saUime 
In still repeated circles, screaming load. 
The Jay, the pie, and e'en the boding owl. 
That hails the rising moon, have charms for me. 
Sounds inharmonious in themselves and harsh, 
Yet heard in scenes where peace for ever reigns. 
And only there, please highly for their bake. 

Peace to the artist whose ingenious thought 
Dei^sed the weather-house, that useful toy ! 
Feailess of humid air and gath'ring rains. 
Forth steps the man— an emblem of myself; 
More ddicate his timorous mate retires. 
When Winter soaks the fields, and female feet, 
Too weak to struggle with tenacious clay. 
Or ford the rivulets, are best at home, 
The task of new discov'ries falls on me. 
At such a season, and with such a charge, 
Ovuse went I forth and found, till then unknown, 
A cottage, whither oft we since repair: 
*Ti8 perch*d upon the green hill top, bnt close 
£nviron*d with a ring of branching elms. 
That overhang the thatch, itself unseen. 
Peeps at the vale below ; so thick beset 
With foliage of such dark redundant growth, 
I call'd the low-rooTd lodge, the Fea»ant*9 neri ; 
And, hidden as it is, and far remote 
From such unpleasing sounds, as haunt the ear 
In village or in town, the bay of curs 
Incessant clinking hammers, grinding wheels. 
And infisnts clam'rous, whether pleas'd or pain'd. 
Oft have I wished the peaceful covert mine. 
Here, I have said, at least I should possess 
The poet's treasure, silence, and indulge 
The dreams (rf fancy, tranquil and secure. 
Vain thought.! the dweller in that still retreat 
Deariy obtains the refUge it affords. 
Its elevated site forbids the wretch 
To drfaok sweet waters of the crystal well i 
He dips Us bowl into the weedy ditch. 
And, heavy laden, brings his beverage home. 
Far /etcb'd and little worth ) nox seldom, waits. 
Dependent cm the hakei*a puxic^nal c^ 
To hatr his oraeking paimiextt «9b\ikie qoqx« 
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Angry and aad, and his last crust consumed. 
So terawdl enrj of the PeananVt neU ! 
If solitude make scaitt the means of life, 
Sodetgr fw me .'—thou seeming sweet 
Be stiU a pleasing object in my view; 
My Tisit still, bat never mine abode. 

Not distant far, a length of colonnade 
Invites as. Monoment of ancient taste. 
Now 8Com*d, but worthy of a better fate. 
Our fathers knew the value of a screen 
Fktnn sultry sons : and, in their shaded walks, 
And long protracted bowers, eT\}oyed at noon 
The gloom and coolness of declining day. 
We hesKt omr shades about us ; self-deprived 
Of other screen, the thin umbrella spread, 
And range an IndiMi waste without a tree. 
Thanks to Bencvolus*— he spares me yet 
These chesnuts rang'd in corresponding lines: 
.^d, though himself so polish'd, still reprieves 
The obsolete prolixity of shade. 

Descending now (but cautious, lest too fast) 
A sudden st^p, upon a rustic bridge 
We pass a gulf, in which the willows dip 
Their pendant boughs, stooping asJf to drink. 
Hence, ankle-deep in moss and flowery thyme, 
We mount agidn, and feel at every step 
Our foot half sunk in hillocks green and soft. 
Rais'd by the mole, the miner of the soil. 
He, not unlike the great ones of mankind, 
DiaBgnres earth ; and, plotting in the dark. 
Toils much to earn a monumental pile. 
That mi^ record the mischiefs he has done. 

The summit gain*d, behold the proud alcove 
That crowns it ! yet not all its pride secures 
The grand retreat flrom injuries impress'd 
^ rural carvers, who with knives deface 
The panned leaving an obscure, rude name. 
In diancters uncouth, and spelt amiss. 
So stnmg the zeal t' immortalize himself 
Beats in the breast of man, that even a few. 
Few transioit years, won from th* abyss abhorr*d 
Of blaoik oblivion, seem a glorious prLce, 
And even to a clown. Now roves tYie cje *, 
And, patted on this speculative li^gYvt, 
ExaJtB in its oommand. The shee\Ao\^Yiete 
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Ponn out its fleecy tenants o'er the glebe. 
And first, progjessive as a stream, they seek 
The middle field } but scattered by degrees, 
Each to his choice, soon whiten all the land. 
There from the son-bnmt hay-field homeward 
The loaded wain; while lighten*d of its charge. 
The wain that meets it passes swiftly by { 
The boorish driver leaning o*er his team 
VociTrons, and impatient of delay. 
Nor less attractiyc Ls tiie woodland scenes 
Diversified with trees of every growth, 
Alilce, yet various. Here|the grey smooth trunks 
Of ash, or lime, or beech, distinctly sMne 
Within the twilight of their distant shades ; 
There, lost behind a rising ground, the wood 
Seems sunk, and shorten'd to its topmost boaglia. 
No tree in ail the grove but has its diarms. 
Though each its hue peculiar; paler some 
And ot a wannish grej ; the willow such. 
And poplar, that with silver lines his leaf, 
And ash far-stretching his umbrageous arm ; 
Or deeper green the elm ; and deeper«tUl, 
Lord c^ the woods, the long-survi\ing oak. 
Some glossy leav'd, and shining in the sun. 
The maple, and the beech of oily nuts 
Prolific, and the lime at dewy eve 
Difihising odours ; nor unnoted pass 
The sycamore, capricious in atthre, 
Now green, now tawny, and ere autumn yet 
Have chang'd the wood, in scarlet honours briglit. 
O'er these, but far beyond (a spacious map 
Of hill and valley intcrpos'd between). 
The Onse, dividing the well-water'd land, 
Now glitters in the sun, and now retires. 
As bashful, yet impatient to be seen. 
Hence the declivity is sharp and short, 
And such the re-ascent; between them weeps 
A little naiad her impovMshM urn 
All summer long, which winter fills again. 
The folded gates would bar my progress now. 
But that the lord* of this enclos*d demesne* 
Communicative at the good he owns, 
Admits me to a share *, the gnUttesa m 
Commita no wronir, nor waatrn ^Yial% «g4|ci^ 
iiefivsbing cbange 1 where now tkkeYAiaa&»( w 
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Httkn we have lost his glare, 
at once into a cooler clime. 
anes i once more I rooam 
merited, once more rejoice 
mnant of your race survives, 
1 how Ught the graceful arch, 
the consecrated roof 
toos anthems ! while beneath 
d earUi seems restless as a flood 
M wind. So sportive is the light 
I the boughs, it dances as they dance, 
sunshine intermingling quick, 
ig and enlighf ning, as the leaves 
, every moment every spot. 
i?ith nerves new brac'd and spirits cbccrM, 
I wilderness, whose well-roll*d walks 
ire of slow and easy sweep— 
nocent— give ample space 
>uud8. llie grove receives us next; 
ajHTight shafts of whose tall elms 
em the thrasher at his task, 
thump resounds the constant flail, 
o swing uncertain, and yet falls 
lestin'd ear. Wide flies the cbafT, 
straw sends up a flrequent mist 
arkling in the noonday beam. 
ye that press your beds of down, 
t; see him sweating o'er his bread 
ts it. Tis the primal curse, 
into mercy; made the pledge 
ays, and nights without a groan. 
M action all that is subsists, 
stion of th' unwearied wheel, 
rides upon, maintains her health, 
tier fertility. She dreads 
pause, and lives but while she moves. 
Ivency upholds the world, 
ill quarters agitate the air, 
mpid element for use, 
{ oceans, rivers, lakes, and stream.'^, 
resh*ning impulse, and are cleaus*d 
i^hilation { e*en the oak 
le rude concu^c&icm oil \>\« ^iwsrcGL\ J 

leed indlsnaxvt, «xvQl \a le«X 1 

m of tb« Vi\fta!t N«VOQ.\stww^.^i«»w=^ ^ 

» It in \Ask iincaDa(;^»^*% vcxa 
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He held the thander : bat the monarch owes 
His firm stability to what he scorns. 
More fix'd below, the more distarb*d abore. 
The law, by which all creatures else are boond 
Binds man, the lord of all. Himself derives 
No mean advantaire firom a kindred cause. 
From strenuous toil his hours of sweetest ease. 
The sedentiury stretch their lazy length 
When Custom bids, but no refreshment find. 
For none they need : the languid eye, the check 
Deserted of its bloom, the flaccid, shrunk, 
And wither*d muscle, and the vapid soul. 
Reproach their owner with that love of rest. 
To which he forfeits even the rest he loves. 
Not such th* alert and active. Measure life 
By its true worth, the comforts it affords. 
And theirs alone seems worthy of the name. 
Good health, and, its associate in the most, 
Good temper ; spirits prompt to undertake. 
And not soon spent, though in an arduous task ; 
The powers of fancy ai»u strong thought are theirs 
Even age itself seems privileg'd in them 
With clear exemption fVom its own defects. 
A sparkling eye beneath a wrinkled front 
The vet'ran shows, and, gracing a grey beard 
With youthful smiles, descends towards the grave 
Sprightly, and old almost without decay. 

Like a coy maiden, Ease, when co^irted most. 
Farthest retires— an idol, at whose shrine 
Who oftenest sacrifice are favour'd least. 
The love of Nature, and the scenes she draws. 
Is nature's dictate. Strange ! there should be found 
Who, self-imprison'd in their proud saloons. 
Renounce the odours of the open field 
For the unscented fictions of the loom : 
Who, satLsfted with only pencill'd scenes 
Prefer to the performance of a God 
Th' inferior wonders of an artist's hand ! 
Lovely indeed the mimic works of Art, 
But Nature's works far lovelier. I admire. 
None more admires, the painter's magic skill 
Who shows me that which I shall never see. 
Conveys a distant counti^ into mine. 
And throws JtoJian light on En^VVsYk vivaSa \ 
Bat imitative strokes can do no nvoie 
Tb&n please the eye— sweet 'NaltwrcTft e^en ^^:<(a^* 
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Tht dr •alobrioos of her lofty hills. 

The cheering fragrance ot her dewy Tales, 

Aad music of her woods— no worlcs of man 

Maj rlTsl these, these all bespeak a power 

PecoUar, and exclusively her own. 

Beneath the open sky she spreads the feast, 

Tla free to all— tis every day renewed ; 

Who scorns it starves deservedly at home. 

He does not sqpm it, who, impruon'd long 

In some nnwhc^esome dungeon, and a prey 

To sallow sickness, which the vapours, dank 

And clammy, of his dark abode have Inred, 

BMi4>es at last to liboty and light : 

BSa cheek recovers soon its healthflil hue ; 

Hia eye relumines its extinguish'd fires : 

He walks, be leaps, he runs— is wing'd with Joy, 

And riots in the sweets of every breeze. 

He does not scorn it, who lias long endur'd 

A fever's agonies, and fed on drugs. 

Nor yet the mariner, his blood inflam'd 

With acrid salts : his very heart athirst 

To gaze at Nature in her green array. 

Upon the ship's tall side be stands, posscssM 

With visions prompted by intense desire : 

Fair fields appear below, such as he left 

FW distant, such as he would die to find— 

He seeks them headlong, and is seen no more.— 

The S|deen is seldom felt where Flora reigiis; 
The lowoing eye, the petulance, the frown. 
And sullen sadness that o'ershade, distort. 
And mar the face of beauty, when no cause 
FcMT audi immeasurable wo appears. 
These Flora banishes, and gives the fair 
Sweet smiles, and bloom less transient than her own. 
It is the constant revolution, stale 
And tasteless, of the same rei>eated Joys 
That palls and satiates, and makes languid life 
A pedlar's pack, that bows the bearer down. 
Health suffers, and the spirits ebb. the heart 
Recoils from its own choice— at the f^iU feast 
Is frunlsh'd— finds no music in the song, 
Ko smartness in the jest; and wonders why. 
Tet thoasands still desire to ^ouTue,"] c«c\« 
Tltoagh halt, and weary ot ttic ^»X\vX:tw^^ \x^»fi^. 
7Ae jNuialjtJc who can bold "hct cax^*, ^. ^ x 
Bat cannot play them, borrow* a tA^cvCf* t»K»a. 
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To deal and slinffle, to divide and sort 

Her mingled suits and sequences ; and sits, 

{Spectatress both and spectacle, a sad 

And silent cipher, while proxy plays. 

Others are dragg*d into the crowded room 

Between supporters ; and, once seated, sit. 

Through downright inability to rise. 

Till the stout bearers lift the corpse again. 

These speak a loud memento. Yet even these 

Themselves love life, and cling to it, as he 

That overhangs a torrent, to a twig. 

They love it ; and yet loath it ; fear to die. 

Yet scorn the purposes for which th^ live. 

Then, wherefore not renounce them ? No— the dread. 

The slavish dread of solitude, that breeds 

Reflection and remorse, the fear of shame. 

And their invct'rate habits, all forbid. 

Whom call we gay ? That honour has been long 
The boast of mere pretenders to the name. 
The innocent are gay— the lark is gay, 
That dries his feathers, saturate with dew. 
Beneath the rosy cloud, while yet the beams ; 
Of dayspring overshoot his humble nest. 
The peasant too, a witness of his song, 
Himself a songster, is as gay as he. 
But save me from the gaiety of those. 
Whose headaches nail them to a noonday bed ; 
And save me too from theirs, whose liaggeurd eyes 
Flash desperation, and betray their pangs 
For property stripp'd off by cruel chance j 
From gaiety, that fills the bones with pain. 
The mouth with blasphemy, the heart with wn. 

The earth was made so various, that the muid 
Of desultory man, studious of change. 
And pleas'd with novelty, might be indulged. 
Prospects, however lovely, may be seen 
Till half their beauties fade : the weary sight 
Too well acquainted with their smiles, slides off 
Fastidious, seeking less familiar scenes. 
Then snug enclosures in the shelter'd vale. 
Where li^quent hedges intercept the eye. 
Delight us ; happy to renounce awhile, 
Not senseless of its charms, what sttU.Nve love, 
Jliat such short absence may eudieax VY. tcvoi«. 
Then forests, or the savage tocls. mwj \\cas«. 
That hides the sea-mew in Yos \io\i.osf c\«t\» 
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Above the reach of man. His hoary head, 
CoaMsHcuaoB many a leagne, the mariner 
Boimd homeward, and in hope already tl^crc. 
Greets with thiee cheers exalting:. *■ At bia woijt 
A girdle half-wither*d shrubs he shows. 
And at his feet the baffled billows die. 
The common overgrown with fern, and rongh 
With prickly gorse, that, shapeless and deform 'd, 
And dang'roos to the tooch, has yet its bloom. 
And decKS itself with ornaments of gold, 
Yidds uo nnpleasing ramble ; there the turf 
Smells ficesh, and, rich in odoriTrous herbs 
And fimgous fruits of earth, regales the sense 
With loxory of unexpected sweets. 

Tlicre often wanders one, whom better days 
Saw better dad, in cloak of satin trimm'd 
With lace, and hat with splendid riband bound, 
A serving maid was she, and fell in love 
With one, who left her, went to sea, and died. 
Her fancy follow'd him through foaming waves 
To distant shores ; and she would sit and weep 
At what a sailor suffers ; fancy too. 
Delusive most where warmest wishes arc. 
Would oft anticipate his glad return. 
And dream of transports she was not to know. 
She heard the doleful tidings of hia death— 
And never smil'd again ! and now she rooms 
The dreary waste } there spends the livelong day, 
And there, unless when charity forbids. 
The livelong night. A tatter'd apron bides. 
Worn as a cloak, and hardly hides, a gown 
More tattcr'd still ; and both but ill conceal 
A bosom heav'd with nevcr-ccasbig sighs. 
She begs an idle pin of all she meets. 
And hoards them in her sleeve ; but needful food 
Though preyed with hunger oft, or coroelier clothes 
Though pinch'd with cold, asks never.^Kate is craz'd. 

I see a dblumn of slow-rising smoke 
0*ertop the lofty wood that skirts the wild. 
A vagabond and useless tribe there eat 
Their mlserablo meal. A kettle, slung 
Between two poles upon a stick transverse. 
Receives the morsel — ^flesh obsceixc ol ^o^. 
Or vermin, or at best of cock. p\a:\oVn?dL 
ffom his occastom'd perch. Uat^Si lesiSsi^ tw:5s\ 
Tbejr pick their ftiel out of evct^ YLe(\«^» 
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Which, kindled with dry leaves, jast saves unqnench'd 

The spark of life. The sportive wind blows wide 

Their flutt'ring rags, and shows a tawuy skin, 

The vellum of the pedigree they claim. 

Great skill have they in palmistry, and more 

To conjitre clean away the ^"old they touch. 

Conveying worthless areas into its place. 

Loud when they beg, dama only when they steaL 

Strange ! that a creature rational, and cast 

In human mould, should brutalize by choice 

His nature t and though capable of arts, 

By which the world might profit, and himself 

Self-banish'd Arom society, prefer 

Such squalid sloth to honourable toil ! 

Yet even these, though feigning sickness oft. 

They sw kthe the forehead, drag the limping limb, 

And vex theit flesh with artificial sores. 

Can change their whine into a mirthful notCf 

When safe occasion offiers ; and with dance. 

And music of the bladder and the bag. 

Beguile their woes, and make the woods resound. 

Such health and gaiety of heart enjoy 

The houseless rovers of the sylvan world ; 

And, breathing wholesome air,"and wand'ring much. 

Need other physic none to heal the effects 

Of loathesome diet, penury, and cold. 

Bless'd he, though undiFtinguish'd from the crowd. 
By wealth or dignity, who dwells secure. 
Where man by nature fierce, has laid aside 
His fierceness, having leam'd, though slow to leant. 
The manners and the arts of civil life. 
His wants indeed are many; but supply 
Is obvious, placed within the easy reach 
Of temp'rate wishes and industrious hands. 
Here virtue thrives as in her proper soil ; 
Not rude and ourly, and beset with thorns. 
And terrible to sight, as when she springs 
(If e'er she spring) spontaneous in remote* 
And barb'rous climes, where violence prevails. 
And strength is lord of all ; but gentle, kind. 
By culture tam'd, by liberty re(r^h*d. 
And all her fruits by radiant truth matured : 
Wur and the chase engross the savage whole { 
War followed for revenge, or to supplant 
77ie envied teimata of some happier spot*. 
Tlie chase for sasteoance, precarious trut^X 
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Bte hard oondition with severe constraint 

BlDdf all lilt facalties, forbids all growth 

or wisdom, proves a school, in which he learns 

Slj drcnmventioii, onrelenting hate. 

Mean s^-attachment, and scarce aught beside. 

Thus (iue the shiT'ring natives of the north. 

And thus the rangers of the western world, 

Wbera it advances far into the deep, 

Towards the antarctic. E'en the favonr'd isles 

80 lately foond, although the constant sun 

Cheer all their seasons with a grateful smile, 

can boast bat little virtue ; and inert 

Through plenty, lose in morals what thej gain 

In manners— victims of luxurious ease. 

These therefore I can pity, plac*d remote 

From all that science traces, art invents. 

Or inspiration teaches ; and enclo8*d 

In boimdless oceans, never to be pass'd 

By navigators nninform'd as they. 

Or plough'd porfaaps by British bark again : 

But fiur beyond the rest, and with most cause. 

Thee, gentle savage !* whom no love of thee 

Or thine, but curiosity perhaps. 

Or else valn-gloiy, prompted us to draw 

Forth from thy native bowers, to show thee here 

With what superior sicill we can abuse 

The gifts of Providence, and squander life. 

The dream is past ; and thou hast found again 

Thy cocoas and bananas, palms and yams, 

iknd homestall thatched with leaves. But hast thou found 

Tl^r former charms ? And, having seen our state. 

Our palaces, our ladies, and our pomp 

Of equipage, our g^ardens, and our sports, 

And heard our music ; are thy simple friends. 

Thy simple fare, and all thy plain delights. 

As dear to thee as once ? And have thy Joys 

liOtt nothing by comparison with ours ? 

Bode as thou art (for we retuniM thee rude 

And ignorant, except of outward show,) 

I cannot think thee yet so dull of heart 

And Sfdritless, as never to regret 

Sweets tasted here, and left as soon as known. 

Methhaks I see thee straying ow t\x«>QeMXv^ 

And asking of the saif^ tY^fc >o«iC&e& ^iXvl Vaci^ 

If erer it has wa8h*d omx tisSxsA %\w^^« 
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I see thee weep, and thine are honest tears, 

A patriot's for his country: thou art sad 

At thought of her forlorn and -abject state. 

From which no power of thine could raise her upw 

Thus Fancy paints thee, and though apt to err. 

Perhaps errs little, when she paints thee thus. 

She tells me too, that duly every mom 

Thou climb'st the mountain top, with eager qre 

Exploring far and wide the wat'ry waste 

For sight of ship from England. Every speck 

Seen in the dim horizon turns thee pale 

With conflict of contending hopes and fears. 

But comes at last the dull and dusky eve. 

And sends thee to thy cabin, well prepar'd 

To dream all night of what the day denied. 

Alas I expect it not. We found no bait 

To tempt us in thy country. Doing good. 

Disinterested good, is not our trade. 

We travel far, 'tis true, but not for nought ; 

And must be brib'd to compass earth again 

By other hopes and richer fruits than yours. 

But though true worth and vui^ue in the mind 
And genial soil of cultivated life 
Thrive most, and may perhaps thrive only there. 
Yet not in cities oft : in proud, and gay. 
And gain-devoted cities. Thither flow. 
As to a common and most noisome sewer. 
The dregs and feculence of every land. 
In cities foul example on most minds 
Begets its likeness. Rank abundance breeds, 
]n gross and pamper'd cities, sloth and lust. 
And wantonness, and gluttonous excess. 
In cities vice is hidden with most ease. 
Or seen with least reproach ; and virtue, taught 
By frequent la^ise, can hope no triumph there 
Beyond the achievement of successful flight. 
I do confess them nurs'ries of the arts. 
In which they flourish most; where, in the beams 
Of warm encouragement, and in the eye 
Of public note, they reach their perfect size. 
Such London is, by taste and wealth jMrodaim'd , 
The fairest capital of all the world. 
By riot and incontinence the worst. 
There, touched by Reynolds, a duU>J^Bnai.\MC»t&sa 
A Jacid mirror, iu which Nature sees 
All ber renccted features, liucou t\\cte 
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Gives more fhan female beauty to a stone. 
And Chatham's eloquence to marble lips. 
Kor does the diisel occupy alone 
The powers ai scnlptore, but the style as mocli } 
Eadi proThioe <^ her art her equal care. 
With nice Incisions <^ her g^oided steel 
She ploughs a brazen field, and clothes a soil 
So sterile, with what charms soe'er she will. 
The rich^ scenery and the loveliest forms. 
Where finds Philosophy her eagle eye, 
With which she gazes at yon burning disc 
Undazzled, and detects and counts his spoto F 
In London. Where her implements exact. 
With which she calculates, computes, and scans 
All distance, motion, magnitude, and now 
Measures an atom, and now girds a world ? 
In London. Where has commerce such a mart. 
So rich, so thronged, so drain*d, and so supplied. 
As London— opulent, eiilarg'd and still 
Increasing London ? Babylon of old 
Not more the glory of the earth than she, 
. A more accomplish'd world's chief glory now. 
She has her praise. Now mark a spot or two 
That so much beauty would do well to purge } 
And show this queen of cities, that so fair 
May yet be foul } so witty, yet not wise. 
It is not seemly, nor of good report, 
That she is slack in discipline ; more prompt 
T* avenge than to prevent the breach of law ; 
That she is rigid in denouncing death 
On petty robbers, and indulges life 
And liberty, and oft-times honour too. 
To peculatore of the public gold : 
That thieves at home must hang; but he that pots 
Into his overgorg*d and bloated purse 
The wealth of Indian provinces, escapes. 
Nor is it well, nor can it come to good. 
That, tlurough profane and infidel contempt 
Of holy wri^ she has presum'd t' annul 
And abrogate, as roundly as she may, 
The total ordinance and will of God : 
Advancing Fashion to the post of Truth, 
And censuring all authority in modea 
And eastoms at her own, tili Sa\>bs.t\v i^Vft% 
Hare dwindled into anrespected toTicA« ^ 

And kncea and hassocks axe ^eVUiAi^ (b^NOX^ a. 
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€k>d made tbe country, and man made 4he town* 
What wonder then that health and virtue, gifts 
That can alone make sweet the bitter draught 
That life holds out to all, should most abound 
And least be threaten'd in the fields and groves ? 
Possess ye, therefore, ye who, borne about 
In chariots and sedans, know no fatigue 
But that of idleness; and taste no scenes 
But such as art contrives, possess ye still 
Your element ; there only ye can shine ; 
There only minds like yours can do no harm. 
Our groves were planted to console at noon 
The pensive waud'rer in their shades. At eve 
The moonbeam, sliding softly in between 
The sleeping leaves, is all the light they wish* 
Birds warbling all the music. We can spaie 
The splendour of your lamps ; they but ^dipse 
Our softer satellite. Your songs confound 
Our more harmonious notes ; the thrush departs 
Scared, and th' offended nightingale is mute. 
There is a public mischief in your mirth : 
It plagues vour country. Folly such as vours. 
Graced with a sword, and worthier of a fan, 
Has made what enemies could ne'er have done. 
Our arch of empire, steadfast but for you, 
A mutilated structure, soon to fall. 



uwi gl onr Mil u FimiilmliiuE^ Vai ilu pnlin. not •ulI^ I 
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Abhor each other. Mountains int«rpo8*d 
Make enemies of nations, who had else, 
Lilce kindred drops, been mingled into one* 
Thus man devotes his brother, and destroys. 
And, worse than all, and most to be deplor'd 
As human nature's broadest, foulest blot. 
Chains him, and tasks him, and exacts his sweat 
With stripes, that Mercy with a bleeding h^urt 
Weeps, when she sees inflicted on a beast. 
Then what is man ? And what man, seeing this, 
And having human feelings, does not blush. 
And hang his head, to think himself a man ? 
I would not have a slave to till my ground. 
To carry me, to fan me while I sleep. 
And tremble wben I wake, for all the wealth 
That sinews bought and sold have ever eam'd, 
No : dear as freedom is, and in my heart's 
Just estimation priz'd above all price, 
I had much rather be myself the slave. 
And wear the bonds, than fasten them on binn. 
We have no slaves at home— then why abroad f 
And they tliemselves once ferried o'er the wave 
That parts us, are emancipate and loos'd. 
Slaves cannot breathe in England ; if thdr longs 
Receive our air, that moment they are flree j 
They touch our country, and their shackles fall, 
Tliat's noble, and bespeaks a nation proud 
And jealous of the blessing. Spread it then, 
And let it circulate through every vein 
Of all your empire ; that, where Britain's power 
Is felt, mankind may feel her mercy too. 

Sure there is need of social intercourse. 
Benevolence, and peace, and mutual aid. 
Between the nations in a world, that deem 
To toll the death-bell of its own disease. 
And by the voice of all its elements 
To preach the gen'ral doom.* When were 
Let slip with such a warrant to destroy ? 
When did the waves so haughtily o*erleap 
Their ancient barriers, deluging the dry? 
Fires from beneath, and meteorst from above. 
Portentous, unexampled, nnexplain'd. 
Have kindled beacons in the skies ; and ih' old 
And cnzj Earth has had her sh&kVn^ f^Ltft 

• illludinir to the eaUmiUM\n luoDifetaai. 
/ August 18, 17U3. 
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More freqaent, and foreg^one her nsoal seat. 
Tb tt a time to ymm^e, when the props 
And irillars of onr planet seem to fail. 
And Nature* with a dim and sickly eye 
To wait the close of all P But grant her end 
More distant, and tliat prophecy demands 
A longer leepite, nnaccompli8h*d yet ; 
Still tbey are flrowning signals, and bespeak 
DlKileasnre in his breast, wIk> smites the Earth 
Or ■fell it, makes it languish or re}oice. 
And 'tis but seemly, that, where all deserve 
And stand expo8*d by common peccancy 
To what no fbw have felt, there should be peace. 
And brethren in calamibr should love. 
Alas tat Sicily ! rude fragments now 
lie scatler*d, where the shapely column stood. 
Her palaces are dust. In all her streets 
The voice of singing and the sprightly chord 
Are silent. Revelry, and dance, and show. 
Softer a i^ncope and solemn pause. 
While QoA performs upon the trembling stage 
Of Us own works his dreadful part alone. 
How does the Earth receive him ?— with what rigns 
or gratolation and delight her King ? 
Poors slie not all her choicest fruits abroad. 
Her sweetest flowers, her aromatic gums, 
Disciosing Paradise whare*er he treads ? 
She quakes at his approach. Her hollow womb^ 
Conceiving thunders, through a thousand deep 
And fiery caverns, roars beneath his foot. 
The hills move lightly, and the mountains smoke. 
For he has tonctrd tnem. From th' extremest point 
Of elevati(m down into the abyss 
His wrath is busy, and his flrown is felt. 
The rocks fiiU headlong, and the valleys rise. 
The rivers die into ofifensive pools. 
And, charg'd with putrid verdure, breathe a gros« 
And mortal noisaaice uito all the air. 
What solid was, by transformation strange, 
Grows fluid; and the flx*d and rooted earth. 
Tormented into billows, heaves and swells. 
Or with vcntiginoos and hideous whirl 
Sucks down its prey insatiable. lmtD!en&« 
ne ttunalt and the overthrow, tkie vv^V!^ 

• AUadlnf t» ib0 ftv tba- vovtrcd \ oih tUTOV* ^'^^ k^>^^>M^»%'^'^ 
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And agrouics of human and of bmto 
Multitudes, fugitive on every side. 
And fugitive in vain. The sylvan scene 
Migrates uplifted ; and, with all its soil 
Alighting in far distant fields, finds oat 
A new possessor, and survives the change. 
Ocean has caught the ft-cnzy, and upwrought 
To an enormous and o'erbearing height. 
Not by a mighty wind, but by that voice 
Which winds and waves obey, invades the shore 
Resistless. Never such a sudden fiood, 
Upridg'd so high, and sent on such a charge, 
Possess'd an hiland scene. Where now the throug 
That press'd the beach, and, hasty to depart, 
Look'd to the sea for safety ? They are gon^ 
Gone with the refluent wave into the deep— 
A prince with half his people 1 Ancient towen^ 
And roofs embattled high, the gloomy scenes 
Where beauty oft and letter*d worth consume 
Life in the unproductive shades of death, 
FaU prone : the pale inhabitants come forth. 
And, happy in their unforeseen release 
From all the rigours of restraiut, enjoy 
The terrors of the day that sets them free. 
Who then, that has thee, would not hold thee fast^ 
Freedom ? whom they that loose thee so regret, 
I'hat e'en ajudgment makuig way for tJiee 
Seems hi their eyes a mercy for thy sake ? 

Such evils Sin hath wrought ; and such a fiame 
Kindled in heaven, that it bums down to earth. 
And in the furious inquest, that it makes 
On God's behalf, lays waste his fairest works. 
The very elements, though each be meant 
The minister of man, to serve his wants. 
Conspire against him. With his breath he dxawB 
A plague into his blood ; and cannot use 
Life's necessary means, but he must die, ' 
Storms rise t' o'erwhelm him : or, if stormy winds 
Rise not, the waters of the deep shall rise. 
And, needing none assistance at the storm. 
Shall roll themselves ashore, and reach him thoe* 
The earth shall shake him out of all his holds. 
Or make bia house his grave *. not so content 
Shall counterfeit the motions oi \^« 1i.ocA, 

And drown liim in hex dry and dxxafcj ^[^^ia. 

VVhat then I— were they the NwVcVtcd «tooN^ «SV« 
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And we the ricbteoas, whose fiist-ancbor'd isle 
Mor'd not, while thdn was rock'd, like a light skiOT, 
The sport of crery wave ? No : none are clear. 
And none than we more gnUty. But, where all 
Stand charfeable with guilt, and to the shafts 
Of wrath (^noxious, Goid may choose his mark : 
May ponish, if he please, the less, to warn 
The more maUgnant. If he spar'd not them. 
Tremble and be amaz'd at thine escape, 
Far gnUtler England, lest he spare not thee I 
Wwptpw the man, who sees a God employ'd 
In all the good and ill that checker life : 
Bewrtiing all events, with their effects 
And manifold resalts, into the will 
And arbitration wise of the Supreme. 
IMd not his eye rule all things, and intend 
The least of our concerns (since ftom the least 
The greatest oft originate ;) could chance 
Find place in his dominion, or dispose 
One lawless particle to thwart his plan ; 
Then God might be surpris'd, and unforeseen 
Contingence might alarm him, and disturb 
The smooth and equal course of his affairs. 
Tliit troth. Philosophy, though eagle-eyed 
In natove's tendencies, oft overlooks ; 
And, having found his instrument, forgets. 
Or dtsreg^ai^ or, more presumptuous still. 
Denies the power that wields it. Qod proclaimj 
His hot displeasure against foolish men, 
UmiI live an atheist life : involves the heavens 
In tempests ; quits his grasp upon the winds. 
And gives them all their fury ; bids a plague 
Kindle a fiery boil upon the skin, 
And pntrify the breath of blooming Health. 
He calls for Famine, and the meagre fiend 

.Blows mildew fircm between his shrivell'd lips 
And taints the golden ear. He springs his m'ncs 
And desolates a nation a* a blast. 
Forth steps the spruce piiilosophcr. and tells 
Of bomogeneal and discordant -sjurings 
And prlndides ; of causes, how they wOTk 
By necessary laws their sore effects ; 
Of action and reaction ; he lia« to«ui^ 
Tbe aoarce of tlie disease that iuBJtus« tefi^A^ 

And bidM the world take beaxt and.\MkXv\?\\VcT)X. 

Tbouibol ; will thy disco v*ry ot Ui« caasaa 
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Suspend th* effect, or heal it ? Has not God 
Still wroQght by means since first he made the vorU 
And did he not of old employ his meana 
To drown it? What is his creation lesa 
Than a capacious reservoir of means 
Form*d for his use, and ready at his will? 
Go dress thine eyes with eye-salve ; ask of hinif 
Or ask of whomsoever he has taught ; 
And learn, though late, the genuine cause of alL 
England, with all thy faults, I love thee still— 
My country 1 and, while yet a nook is left. 
Where English minds and manners may be found* 
Shall be constrained to love thee. Though thy cUma 
Be fickle, and thy year most part deform'd 
With dripping rains, or wither'd by a flrost^ 
I would not yet exchange thy sullen skies, 
And fields without a flower, for warmer France 
With all her vines : nor for Ausonia's groves 
Of golden firuitage, and her myrtle bowers. 
To shake thy senate, and from heights sublime 
Of patriot eloquence to flash down flre 
Upon thy foes, was never meant my task : 
But I can fed thy fortunes, and partake 
Thy Joys and sorrows, with as true a heart 
As any thund'rer there. And I can feel 
Thy follies too ; and with a Just disdain 
Frown at effeminates, whose very looks 
Reflect dishcmoiir on the land I love. 
How, in the name of soldiership and sense. 
Should England prosper, when such things, as smool 
And tender as a girl, all es eiiccd o'er 
With odours, and as profligate as sweet ; 
Who sell their laurel for a myrtle wreath. 
And love when they should fight; when sach as thei 
Presume to lay their hands upon the ark 
Of her magnificent and awful cause ? 
Time was when it was praise and boast enongb 
In every clime, and travel where we might. 
That we were bom her children. Praise enoo^ 
To fill th* ambition of a private man. 
That Chatham's language was his mother tongue. 
And Wolfe's great name compatriot with his own. 
Farewell those honours, and t'atewell with them 
The hope of such hereafter \ TYicy Y«m« Itasa^ 
£acb in hiB fleid of glory ; one \n extna, 
And one in council— Wolfe upou «aftA»» 
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Of sinlliii|r Victcny that moment won, 

And Cbauuun heart-sick of his country's shame ! 

They made us many soldiers. Chatham, still 

Ccmsnltin^ England's happiness at home, 

Secmr'd it by an onforfc^xing frown, 

If any wrong'd her. Wolre, where'er he fought. 

Put so mach of his heart into his act. 

That his example had a magnet's force. 

And all wvee swift to follow whom all IoyM. 

TbcM sons are set. O rise some other such I 

Or all that we have left is empty talk 

Of old ac^vements, and despcdr of new. 

Vow ludst the sail, and let the streamers float 
Upcm the wanton breeze. Strew the deck 
With lavender, and sjurinkle liquid sweets. 
That no rude savour maritime invade 
The nose of nice nobility ! Breathe soft. 
Ye clarionets, and softer still, ye flutes ; 
That winds and waters, lull'd by magic sounds. 
May bear ns smoothly to the Gallic shore 1 
True, we have lost an empire — let it pass. 
True ; we may thank the perfidy of France, 
Thlat pick'd vie Jewel out of England's crown, 
With all the cunning of an envious shrew— 
And let that pass— 'twas but a trick of state ! 
' A brave man knows no malice, but at once 
Forgets in peace the injuries of war. 
And gives his direst foe a friend's embrace. 
And, sham'd as we have been, to th* very beard 
Brav*d and defied, and in our own sea prov'd 
Too weak for those decisive blows, that once 
Ensur'd us mast'ry there, we yet retain 
Some smaJl pre-eminence ; we Justly boast 
At least superior jockeyship, and claim 
The honours of the turf as all our own ! 
Go then, well worthy of the praise ye seek. 
And show the shame ye might conceal at home. 
In foreign eyes !— be grooms and win the plate. 
Where once your nobler fathers won a crown ! 
'TIS gen'rous to communicate your skill 
To those that need it ! Folly is soon leam'd : 
And imdor such preceptors who can fail. 

There is a pleasure in poetic paina, 
Wbleb oaljr poets know. The aYvVEta «kTv<\. \.xaxa« 
72i' eipedfents and inventiona lavxVUtoTrcv, 
Tif which the mind resorts, in cih&ae Qi VsttcA* 
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Thongb apt, yet coy, and difficult to \rin' 
T* arrest the fleeting images that fill 
The mirror of the mind, and hold them fast. 
And force them sit, till he has pencill'd off 
A faithful likeness of the ({pms he views ; 
Then to dispose his copies with such art. 
That each may find its most propitious light. 
And shine by situation, hardly less 
Than by the labour and the skill it cost ; 
Are occupations of the poet*s mind 
So pleasing, that they steal away the thought 
With such address from themes of sad import, 

^ That, lost in his own musings, happy man ! 
He feels th' anxieties of life, denied 
Their wonted entertainment, all retire. 
Such joys has he that sings. But ah I not such. 
Or seldom such, the hearers of his song. 
Fastidious, or else listless, or perhaps 
Aware of nothing arduous in a task 
They never undertook, they little note 
His dangers or escapes, and happily find 
Their least amusement where he found the roost. 
But is amusement all ? Studious of song, 
And yet ambitious not to sing in vain, 
1 would not trifle merely, though the world 
Be loudest in their praise, who do no more. 
Yet what can satire, whether grave or gay ? 
It may correct a foible, may chastise 
llie flreaks of fashion, regulate the dress. 
Retrench a sword-blade, or displace a patch ; 
But were are its sublimerStrophies found ? 
What vice has it subdued ; whose heart reclaim *<] 
By rigour, or whom laugh*d into reform ? 
Alas t Leviathan is not so tam*d : 
Laugh'd at he laughs again ; and stricken hard» 
Turns to the stroke his adamantine scales. 
That fear no discipline of human hands. 

The pulpit therefore (and I name it flll*d 
With solemn awe, that bids me well beware 
With what intent I touch that holy thingH- 
The pulpit (when the satirist has at last. 
Strutting and vap*ring in an empty school, 
Spent aJl his force, and made no \geQi&«Vstev'-' 
/ say the puipit (in the sober xAe 
Of its Jegitimate, peculiar vo^««V ^a .> «v\ ^ 

Mast stand acknowledged, ^^fiie ISfcft N«ctt\^ ^^mSV tfc 
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The most important and effectual g^uard, 
Sappcnt and ornament of Virtue's cause. 
There stands the messeng^er of truth : there stands 
The legate of the skies 1— His theme divine, 
His of&ce sacred, his credentials clear. 
By him the violated law speaks out 
Its thunders ; and by him, in strains as sweet 
As angels use, the Gospel whispers peace. 
He establishes the strong, restores the weak, 
Redaims the wand*rer, binds tlie broken heart; 
And, arm*d himself in panoply complete 
Of heavenly temper, furnishes with arms. 
Bright as his own, and trains, by every rule 
Of baij discipline, to glorious war, 
The sacramental host of God's elect ! 
Are all sach teachers ? — would to Heaven all were ! 
But hark->the doctor's voice !— fast wedg'd betwc;.en 
Two onpirics he stands, and with swoln cheeks 
Inspires the news, his trumpet. Keener far 
Than all invective is his bold harangue. 
While through that public organ of report 
He hails the clergy ; and, defying shame. 
Announces to the world his own and theirs I 
He teaches those to read, whom schools dismissed, 
And colleges, untaught ; sells accent, tone. 
And emphasis in score, and g^ves to prayer 
Th' adagio and andante it demands. 
He grinds divinity of other days 
Down into modem use; transforms old print 
To zigzag manuscript, and cheats the eyes 
Of gaU*ry critics by a thousand arts. 
Are there who purchase of the doctor's ware ? 
O, name it not in Gath !— it cannot be. 
That grave and leam'd clerks should need such old. 
He doubtless is in sport, and does but droll, 
Assaming thus a rank unknown before — 
Grand caterer and dry-nurse of the church I 
T venerate the man, whose heart is warm, 
Whose hands are pure, whose doctrine and whose life. 
Coincident, exhibit lucid proof 
That he is honest in the sacred cause. 
To such I render more than mere respect. 
Whose actions say, that they lesv^^^^ tYveccAR^s^. . 

Bat loose in morals, and in maxvTveis N«2kxi« J 

la conversation Irivolous, in dte&a ^ 

Mxtteme, «t onca r apacioos 9xA. pxoloAe \ 
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Frequent in parklwith lady at his side. 
Ambling: and prattling scandal as he goes.; 
But rare at home, and never at bis hooks. 
Or with his pen, save when he scrawls a ctrd| 
Constant at routs, familiar with a round 
Of ladyships, a stranger to the poor ; 
Ambitious of preferment for its gold. 
And well prepar*d, by ignorance and slotby 
By infidelity and love of world. 
To make God's work a sinecure ; a slave 
To his own pleasures and his patron's pride. 
From such apostles, O ye mitred heads, 
Preperve the church 1 and lay not careless hand* 
On skulls that cannot teach, and will not learu. 

Would I describe a preacher, such as Paul, 
Were he on earth, would hear, approve, and own, 
Paul should himself direct me. I would trace 
His master strokes, and draw from his design. 
I would express him simple, grave, sincere ; 
In doctrine uncorrupt : in language plain. 
And pl^n in manner ; decent, solemn, chaste. 
And natural in gesture ; much irapress'd 
Himself, as conscious of his awful charge. 
And anxious mainly that the flock he feeda 
May feel it too ; affectionate in look. 
And tender in address, as well becomes 
A messenger of grace to guilty men. 
Behold the picture .'—Is it like ?— Like whom ? 
The things that mount the rostrum with a skip. 
And then skip down again ; pronounce a text ; 
Cry— hem ! and reading what they never wrote. 
Just ^teen minutes, huddle up their work, 
And with a well-bred whisper close the scene \ 

In man or woman, but far most in man. 
And most of all in man that ministers 
And serves the altar, in my soul I loathe 
All afllpctation. *Tis my perfect scorn ; 
Object of my implacable disgust. 
What !— will a man play tricks, will he indulge 
A silly fond conceit of his fair form 
And just proportion, fashionable mien 
And pretty face, in presence of his God ? 
Or will he seek to dazzle me with tropes, 
Ab with the diamond on h\& ^5 Yisxi^, 
And play his brilliant paxta \>eiQfie 101 e;s«a» 
When I am huDgiy for the \»«Ad ol ute*^ 
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Be mocka his Maker, prosfitates and shames 

Hii noUe office, and, instead of truth, 

Dis^avinff his own beauty, starves his flock. 

Thermre avaunt all attitude, and stare. 

And start theatric, practis'd at the glass ! 

I seek divine simplicity in him 

Who bandies things divine ; and all besides. 

Though leam'd with labour, and though much admir*d 

1^ cnrioos eyes and judgments ill inform'd. 

To me is odioas as the nasal twang 

Heard at eonventide, where worthy men« 

Misled by custom, starain celestial themes 

ThroviA the press*d nostril, spectacle-bestrid. 

Some decent in demeanour while they preach, 

Tluit tMk perform'd, relapse into themselves ; 

And havhig spoken wisely, at the close 

Grow wanton, and give proof to every eye. 

Whoe'er was edified, themselves were not ! 

Forth comes the pocket mirror. — First we stroke 

An eyebrow j next compose a straggling lock ; 

Then with an air most gracefully perform'd. 

Fall back into our seat, extend an arm. 

And lay it at its ease with gentle care, 

Witti handkerchief in hand depending low ; 

The better hand more busy gives the nose 

Its bergamot, or aids th' indebted eye 

With opera glass, to watch the moving scene. 

And recognise the sluw-retiring fair.— 

Koiw this is fulsome, and offends me more 

Than to a diurctaman slovenly neglect 

And roatic coarseness would. A heavenly mind 

Mnr be indifferent to her house of clay. 

And dight tiie hovel as beneath her care i 

But how a body so fantastic, trim. 

And quaint, in its deportment and attire. 

Can kidge a heavenly mind— demands a doubt. 

He that negotiates 'tween God and man. 
As God's ambassador, the grand concerns 
Of Judgment and of mercy, should beware 
Of Ughtness in his speech. 'Tis pitiful 
To court a grin, when you should woo a soul} 
To break a test, when pity should inspire 
Pathetic exhortation ; and t* «Adxe«» 
The skittish /kncy with factVoua taXe^ . ^ jl 

When sent with God's comimasioii \o \^^« VcsxvV 4 
8o did not PaoL Direct me to «h(v^X> ^ 



186 THE TASK. 

Or merrj torn in all he ever wrote. 

And I consent you take it for your text. 

Your only one, till sides and benches faU. 

No : he was serious in a serious cause, 

And understood too well the mighty terms 

That he had ta*en in charge. He would nut 8to<^* 

To conquer those by jocular exploits, 

Whom truth and soberness assail'd in vain. 

O Popular Applause ! what heart of man 
Is proof against thy sweet seducing charms ? 
The wisest and the best feel urgent need 
Of all their caution in thy gentlest gales ; 
But swell'd into a gust— who then, alas I 
With all his canvas set, and inexpert. 
And therefore heedless, can withstand thy power t 
Praise from the rivall'd lips of toothless, bald 
Decrepitude, and in the loolis of lean 
And craving Poverty, and in the bow 
Respectful of the smutch'd artificer. 
Is oft too welcome, and may much distorh 
The bii^ of the purpose. How much more. 
Pour*d forth by beauty splendid eind polite. 
In language soft as Adoration breathes ? 
Ah spare your idol 1 think him human still. 
Charms he may have, but he has frailties too * 
Dote not too much, nor spoil what ye admire. 

All truth is from the sempiternal source 
Of light divine. But £gyp^ Greece, and Rome, 
Drew from the stream below. More favour' d we 
Drink, when we choose it, at the fountain-head. 
To them it flowed much mingled and defiled 
With hurtful error, prejudice and dreams 
Illusive of philosophy, so call'd. 
But falsely. Sages after sages strove 
In vain to filter off a crystal draught 
Pure from the lees, which often more enhanc'd 
The thirst than slak*d it, and not seldom bred 
Intoxication and delirium wild. 
In vain they push'd inquiry to the birth 
And springtime of the world; ask'd, whence is man> 
Why form'd at all? and wherefore as he is ? 
Where must he find his Maker ? with what rites 
Adore him ? Will he hear, accept, and bless ? 
Or does be sit reg'ardless of bis wot^ft) 
Has made within him an immoTt&\ secd'^ 
Or does the tomb take all? If he eiovive 
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His ashes, where? and in what weal or wo ? 

Knots wcnrthy of eolation, which alone 

A Deity coold solve. Their answers, rdkgne. 

And all at random, fabulous and dark , 

Left them as dark themselves. Their rules of life, 

Defective and unsanction'd, proved too weak 

To hind the roving appetite, and lead 

Bund Nature to a God not yet reveal'd. 

*Tls Revriatlon satisfies all doubts. 

Explains all mysteries except her own, 

And so illuminates the path of life. 

Thai fools discover it, and stra^ no more. 

Now tell me, di^ifled and sapient sir, 

Mv man of roortds, nnrtur*d in the shades 

Of Academas^is this false or true ? 

Is Christ the abler teacher, or the schools ? 

If CteUt, then why resort at every turn 

To Athens or to Rome, for wisdom short 

Of man's occasions, when in him reside 

Grace, knowledge, comfort— an unfathom'd store ? 

How oft, when Paul has serv'd us with a text. 

Has EpictetuB, Plato, Tully, preach'd ! 

Men that, if now alive, would sit content 

And humble learners of a Saviour's worth. 

Preach it you might. Such was their love of truth, 

Their thirst of knowledge, and their candour too 1 

And thus it is.— Ilie pastor, either vain 
By nature, or bj flatt*ry made so, taught 
To faze at his own splendour, and t* exalt 
Absurdly, not his office, but himself; 
Or anenlighten*d, and too proud to learn ; 
Or vidous, and not therefore apt to teach i 
Pe r ver t ing often, by the stress of lewd 
And loose example, whom he should instruct ; 
Exposes and holds up to broad dissrace. 
The noblest function, and discredits much 
The brightest truths that man has ever seen. 
For ghostly counsel ; if it either fall 
Below the exigence, or be not back'd 
With show of love, at least vnth hopeful proof 
Of some sincerity on the giyer's part , 
^ be dishonour'd in th' exterior form 
And mode of its conveyance bv «\)lcYv ^x\«^M^ 
Ab move derlaion, or by f opp\«ii «.\t% 
And histrionic roumm*ry, that \«t Olon^u 
Tbv pulpit to the level of tYie Btais^ \ 
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Drops from the lips a disregarded thing. 

The weak perhaps are mov'd, but are not taoght^ 

'While pr^udice in men of stronger minds 

TaJces deeper root, confirm'd by what they see. 

A relaxation of religion's hold 

Upon the roving and untutor'd heart 

Soon follows, and the curb of conscience snai>p'd« 

The laity run wild.— But do they now P 

Note their extravagance, and be convinc'd. 

As nations, ignorant of God, contrive 
A wooden one ; so we, no longer taught 
By monitors that mother church supplies. 
Now make our own. Posterity will ask 
(If e*er posterity see verse of mine) 
Some fifty or a hundred lustrums hence, 
"What was a monitor in Qearge'a days ? 
My very gentle reader, yet unborn. 
Of whom I needs must augur better things. 
Since Heaven would sure grow weary of a world 
Productive only of a race like ours, 
A monitor is wood— plank shaven thin. 
We wear it at our backs. There, closely brac*d 
And neatly fitted, it compresses hard 
The prominent and most unsightly bones. 
And binds the shoulders flat. We prove its use 
Sov'reign and most effectual to secure 
A form, not now gymnastic as of yore. 
From rickets and distortion, else our lot. 
But thus admonish'd, we can walk erect — 
One proof at least of manhood ! while the fHaid 
Sticks close, a Mentor worthy of his charge. 
Our habits, costlier than Lncullus wore. 
And by caprice as multiplied as his. 
Just please us while the fashion is at full. 
But change with every moon. The sycophant. 
Who waits to dress us, arbitrates their date } 
Surveys his fair reversion with keen eye j 
Finds one ill made, another obsolete. 
This fits not nicely, that is ill conceivM ; 
And, making prize of all that he condemns. 
With our expenditure deflrays his own. 
Variety's the very spice ot lue. 
That gives it all its flavoai. We have run 
Through every change thafc "Fancj, sil \.\k»\ww^ 
BxbAuated, has had genVtw to auy^^ ** 
And, atudious of matatiou stm, <toc«ca 
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A real elegance, a little used, 

For Bumstroas novelty and strange disguise. 

We sacrifice to dress, till household Joys 

And comforts cease. Dress drains oar cellar dry. 

And keeps our larder lean : puts oat oar fires ; 

And introduces hunger, frost, and wo, 

Where peace and hospitality might reign. 

What man that lives, and that knows how to live. 

Would fatt i' exhibit at the public shows 

A form as splendid as the proudest there. 

Though iq;>petite raise outcries at the cost? 

A man o* th' town dines late, but ^oon enough. 

With reasonable forecast and despatch, 

T* ensure a side-box station at half-price. 

Tou think perhaps, so delicate his dress. 

His daUy fare as delicate. Alas ! 

He picks clean teeth, and, busy as he seems 

With an old tavern-quill, is hungrry yet ! 

The rout is Folly*s circle, which she draws 

With magic waud. So potent is the spell, 

That none, decoy'd into that fatal ring, 

Unless by Heaven's peculiar grace, escape. 

There we grow early grey, but never wise j 

There form connexions, but acquire no friend} 

Solicit pleasure, hopeless of success j 

Waste youth in occupations only fit 

For. second childhood, and devote old age 

To sports, which only childhood could excuse. 

There they are happiest who dissemble best 

Th^ weariness ; and they the most polite. 

Who squander time and treasure with a smile, 

Tliough at their own destr action. She that asks 

Her dear five hundred friends, contemns them all. 

And hastes their coming. They (what can they less ?) 

Mid^e just reprisals ; and, with cringe and shrag. 

And bow obsequious, hide their hate of her. 

All catch the frenzy, downward from her grace. 

Whose flambeaux flash against the morning sides. 

And gild our chamber ceilings as they pass. 

To her, who, frugal only that her thidft 

May f^ed accesses she can ill afibrd. 

Is hackney'd home unlackey'd •, who, Vol baa^ 

AUgbting*, turns the key in Yiet ovnv iciest, - 

And, at the wmtchman's lantern >Qoitcr9iVs^%'^%»^ 

Finds A cold bed her only cointott\«1fc» ^v.-&» WcM 

Wires beggar husbands, li^\»xvd& %t«^ vosa -^n. 
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Not yet by time completely ailvcr'd o'er, 
Bespoke him past the bounds fireakish youth, 
But strong for service still, and unimpair*d, 
His eye was meek and gentle, and a smile 
Play*d on his lips ; and in his speech was heard 
Paternal sweetness, dignity, and love. 
The occupation dearest to his heart 
Was to encourage goodness. He would stroke 
The head of modest and ingenuous worth. 
That blnsh*d at his own praise ; and press the youth 
Close to his side, that pleas'd him. Learning grew 
Bmeath his care a thriving vigorous plant ; 
The mind was well inform'd, the passions held 
Subordinate, and diligence was choice. 
If e*er it chanc'd, as sometimes chance it must, 
ThBt one among so many overleap'd 
The limits of control, his gentle eye 
(^ew stem, and darted a severe rebuke ; 
His flrown was full of terror, and his voice 
Shook the delinquent with such fits of awe. 
As left him not, till penitence had won 
Lost favour back again, and dos'd the breach. 
Bat Disdidine, a faithful servant long, 
Declin*d at length into the vale of years : 
A palsy struck his arm ; his sparkling eye 
Was quench'd in rheums of age ; his voice unstrung. 
Grew tremulous, and mov'd derision more 
Than rev'rence in perverse, rebellious youth. 
80 colleges and halls neglected much 
Thdr good old firiend ; and Discipline at length, 
O*eriook*d and unemploy'd, fell sick and died. 
Then Study languish'd. Emulation slept. 
And Virtue fled. The schools became a scene 
Of solemn farce, where Ignorance in stilts. 
His cap well lin'd with logic not his own. 
With parrot tongue perforra'd the scholar's part, 
' Proceeding soon a graduated dunce, 

Thien Compromise had place, and Scrutiny 
t Became stone blind j Precedence went in truck, 
,' And he was competent whose purse was so. 
A dissolution of all bonds ensued ; 
The curbs invented for the mulish moiitlL 
Of headstrong youth were broYesu \ >mx% voA\y^i\» 
Grew rusty by disuse ; and massy llsXe% 
Forgot their ofDce, op*niuK "witYi «k V»>xOa.\ 
TUl gowns at length are f oimd. niew Ta«a<tfws«*»»» 
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The tasseVd cap, and the spruce band a Jest, 

A mockery of the world ! What need of tbese 

For gamesters, jockeys, brothelless impore. 

Spendthrifts, and booted sportsmen, oft'ner seen 

With belted waist, and pointers at thehr heels. 

Than in the bounds of duty ? What was leam'd« 

If aught was leam'd, in childhood, is forgot; 

And such expense, as pinches parents bloe, 

And mortifies the lib'ral hand of love. 

Is squander'd in pursuit of idle sports 

And vicious pleasures } buys the boy a name* 

That sits a stigma on his father's house. 

And cleaves through life inseparably close 

To him that wears it. What can after-games 

Of riper joys, and commerce with the world. 

The lewd vain world, that must receive him soon» 

Add to such erudition, thus acquired, 

Where science and where vhiiue are professM? 

They may confirm his habits, rivet fast 

His folly, but to spoil him is a task 

That bids defiance to th* united powers 

Of fashion, dissipation, taverns, stews. 

Now blame we most the nurslings or the nurec P 

The children crook*d, and twisted, and deform'd, 

Through want of care, or her, whose winking eje 

And slumbMng oscitancy mars the brood ? 

The nurse no doubt. Regardless of her charge. 

She needs herself correction ; needs to learn 

That it is dang'rous sporting with the world. 

With things so sacred as a nation's trust. 

The nurture of her youth, her dearest pledge. 

All are not such. J had a brother once — 
Peace to the memory of a man of worth, 
A man of letters, and of manners too I 
Of manners sweet as Virtue always wears. 
When gay Good-nature dresses her in smiles. 
He graced a college,* in which order yet 
Was sacred ; and was honour*d, loved, and wept-, 
By more than one, themselves consi^canus there. 
Some minds are temper'd happily, and mix*d 
With such ingredients of good sense, and taste 
Of what is excellent in man, they thirst 
WiOi such a zeal to be what they ap\^ve. 
That no restraints can cVrcuTOacrtJae \>ci«av tcmsi^ 
Than thej themselves by cYio\cc» lot ^V^^ioTsC^ «iJ»». 

• Benet CoVl. Ca«B\»t\4g«. 
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Nor can example hart tbem : what th^ see 

Of vtoB In ottiers bat ei^handng more 

The channa of vlitae in their jnst esteem. 

If siM^ escape conta^on, and emerge 

Pore ftom so fonl a pool to shine ahroad, 

And ghre tbtt worid their talents and themselves 

Small tiianks to those whose ne^^gence or sloih 

Expoa*d their inexperience to the snare, 

And kft tbem to an undirected choice. 

See then the quiver broken and decay*d, 
Tn which are k^ oar arrows ! Rusting there 
In wUd disorder, and unfit for use. 
What wcmder if, discharg*d into the world. 
They riiame their shooters with a random flight, 
Thar points obtnse, and feathers drunk with wiue. 
Well nagr tibe church wage ansuccessftol war 
With such artill'ry arm'd. Vice parries wide 
Til* mtdreaded yoUey with a sword of straw. 
And stands an impudent and fearless mark. 

Have we not tracked the felon home, and found 
His Urth-i^ace and his dam ? The country mourns, 
Monms because every plague that can infest 
Uodltif, and that snaps and worms the base 
Of th* ediftoe that Policy has rais*d, 
Swanna In all quarters : meete the eye and car. 
And soflbcaites the breath at every turn. 
Protaaion breeds them ; and the cause itself 
Gf that calamitoas mischief has been found : 
Found too where most ofliensive, in the skirts 
Of the robed pedagogue ! Else let the arraign 'd 
Stand up unconscious, and refute the charge. 
So when the Jewish l^ider stretch'd his arm. 
And wnvelflua rod divine, a race obscene, 
Spawn'd in the muddy beds of Nile, came forth, 
Foliating Egypt : gardens, fields, and plains. 
Were eover'd with the pest ; the streets were flU'd ; 
The croaking nuisance lurk'd in every nook | 
Kor palaoee, nor even chambers, *scaped { 
And the land atank—so num'rons was the trj. 
15i H 
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As one, who long in thickets and in brakes 

Entangled, winds now this way and now that 

His devious course uncertain, seeking home t 

Or, having long in miry ways been foll'd 

And sore discomforted, flrom slough to slough 

Plunging and half despairing of escape; 

If chance at length he find a greensward smooth 

And faithful to the foot, his spkits rise. 

He cherup brisk his ear-erecting steed. 

And winds his way with pleasure and with ease j 

So I, designing other themes, and call'd 

T' adorn the Sofa with eulogium due. 

To tell its ahimbers, and to paint its dreams^ 

Have rambled wide, in country, city, seat 

Of academic fame (howe'er deserv'd). 

Long held, and scarcely disengag*d at lost. 

But now with pleasant pace a cleaner road 

/ mean to tread. I feel myse\I at \bx^, 

Coarageona, and refiresh'dfor fulxixeXAiii, 

JftoU await me, or if dangera new 
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Since polirfti fail, and soundingr boards reflect 
Moat part an erop^ and ine£f)ectual sound* 
What chance that I, to Fame so little known. 
Nor conversant wiUi men or manners mach, 
Should speak to porpose, or with better hope 
Cnck the satiric thong ? Twere wiser far 
"Far me, enamoar*d of seqoester'd scenes 
And charm'd with rural beaaty, to repose, 
Where chance may throw me, beneath elm or vine, 
My languid limbs, when summer sears the plains ; 
Or, when rough winter rages, on the soft 
And shelter*d sofa, while the nitrous air 
Feeds a blue flame, and makes a cheerful hearth i 
There, undisturb'd by Folly, and appris'd 
How great the danger of disturbing her. 
To muse in silence, or, at least, confine 
Remarks, that gall so many, to the few 
My partners in retreat. Disgust concealed 
la oft-times inroof of wisdom, when the fault 
Is obstinate, and cure beyond oar reach. 

Domestic Happiness, thou only bliss 
Of Paradise, that hast surviv'd the fall ! 
Though few now taste thee unimpair*d and pore. 
Or tasting, long ei\}oy thee! too inflrm. 
Or too incautious to preserve thy sweets 
Unmix*d with drops of bitter, which neglect 
Or temper sheds into thy crystal cup : 
Thou art the nurse of Viz cue ; in thine arms 
She smiles, appearing, as in truth she is, 
Heaven-bcnm, and destin'd to the skies again. 
Thou art hot known where pleasure is adom'd. 
That reeling goddess ¥rith the zoneless widst 
And wand*!!!^ ^es, still leaning on the arm 
Of Novelty, her fickle, firail support : 
For thou art meek and constant, hating change. 
And finding in the calm of truth-tried love, 
Joys that her stormy raptures never yield. 
Forsaking thee, what shipwreck have we made 
Of honour, dignity, and fair renown 1 
Till prostitution elbows us aside 
In au our crowded streets ; and senates seem 
Conven*d for purpose of empire less. 
Than to release th* adultress from Yiei Vm^ 
n* adultreasl what a theme tot ai\gt^ n«w»» 
What pfVFocatJon to the indigant Vieazt* 
TZiat /ee/s ibr iiUar'd love I but 1 4i^B^a«^^ 
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The nauseoQs task to paint her as she is, 

Cruel, abandon*d, glorying: in her shame 

No : let her pass, and, charioted along 

In guilty splendour, shake the public ways ; 

The frequency of crimes has wash*d them white. 

And verse of mine shall never brand the wretch, 

"Whom matrons now of character nnsmh^h*d. 

And chaste themselves, are not asham*d to own. 

Virtue and vice had bound'ries in old time. 

Not to be pass'd : and she that had renounc'd 

Her sex's honour, was renounc'd herself 

By all that priz'd it; not for prudery's sake. 

But dignity's, resentful of the wrong. 

"Twas hard perhaps on here and there a waif. 

Desirous to return, and not receiv'd ; 

But 'twas a wholesome rigour in the main. 

And taught th' unblemish'd to preserve with care 

That purity, whose loss was loss of all. 

Men too were nice in honour in those days. 

And judg'd offenders well. Then he that sharp'd. 

And pocketed a prize by fraud obtain'd. 

Was mark'd and shunn'd as odious. He that sold 

His country, or was slack when she requir'd 

His every nerve in action and at stretch. 

Paid with the blood that he had basely spar'd. 

The price of his default. But now— yes, now 

We are become so candid and so fair. 

So lib'ral in construction, and so rich 

In Christian charity, (good natur'd ag^e !) 

That they are safe, sinners of either sex, 

Transgress what laws they may. Well dress'd, well bred 

Well equipag'd, is ticket good enough 

To pass us readily through every door. 

Hypocrisy, detest her as we may, 

(And no man's hatred every wrong'd her yet) 

May claim this merit still— that she admits 

The worth of what she mimics with such care. 

And thus gives virtue indirect applause ; 

But she has burnt her mask, not needed here. 

Where vice has such allowance, that her shifts 

And specious semblances have lost their use. 

I was a stricken deer, that left the herd 
Long since. With many an arrow deep inflx'd 
My panting side was charg'd, wYicu \ vj\\Jci^t«,N« 

To seek a tranquil death in distant 6Yv«Ae». 

There was I found by one who YiaAYuocosfeM 
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Been hurt by th* archers. In his side he bore, 
And in his hands and feet, the cruel scars. 
With gentlie force soliciting: the darts. 
He drew them forth, and heal'd, and bade me live. 
Since then, with few associates, in remote 
And silent woods I wander, far from those 
My former partners of the peopled scene ; 
'With few associates, and not wishing more. ' 

Here much 1 ruminate, as much I may, 
With other views of men and manners now 
Than once, and others of a life to come. 
1 see that all are wand'rers, gone astray 
Each in his own delusions ; they are lost 
In chase of fancied happiness, still woo'd 
And never won. Dream alter dream ensues : 
And still they dream that they shall still succeed. 
And still are disappointed. Rings the world 
With the vain stir. I sum up half mankind, 
And add two thirds of the remaining half. 
And find the total of their hopes and fears. 
Dreams, empty dreams. The million flit as gay 
As if created only like the fly. 
That spre&ds his motley wings in th' eve of noon. 
To sport their season, and be seen no more. 
The rest are sober dreamers, grave and wise. 
And pregnant with discoViies new and rare. 
Some write a narrative of wars, and feats 
Of heroes little known : and call the rant 
A history : describe the man, of whom 
His own coevals took but little note. 
And paint his person, character, and views. 
As tbcy had known him from his mother's womb 
They msentangle from the puzzled skein. 
In which obscurity has wrapp'd them up. 
The threads of politic and shrewd design. 
That ran through all his purposes, and charge 
His mind with meanings that he never had. 
Or, having, kept conceal'd. Some drill and bore 
The solid earth, and from the strata there 
Extract a register, by which we learn. 
That he who made it, and reveal'd its date. 
To Moses, was mistaken in its age. 
Some, more acute, and more indnstdouA «Ai3\« 
Contrive creation ; travel nature Tip 
To the Bbarp peak of her aubUmest Yic&«)q^ ^ , . 
And tell ua wiieace the stars i ^\ss aoicA «sft^^ ^* 
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And planetary some ; ^hat gave them first 
Rotation, from what foantain flow'd thetar llRht. 
Great contest follows, and much learned dust 
Involves the combatants ; each claimlur tratb, 
And truth disdaiminfr both. And thos thqr tiiend 
The little wick of life's poor shaUow lamp 
In playing tricks with natnre, {civing laws 
To distant worlds, and trifling in their own. 
Is*t not a pity now that tickling rheums 
Should ever tease the lungs, and blear the tAgkntg 
Of oracles like these ? Great pity too, 
l%at having wielded th' elements, and bnllt 
A thousand systems, each in his own waj» 
They should go out in ftune, and be forgot P 
Ah I what is life thus spent ? and what are they 
But firuitic, who thus spend it? all for smoke- 
Eternity for bubbles proves at last 
A senseless bargain. Vihen I see such games 
Played by the creatures of a power, who swear* 
That he will Judge the earth, and call the fool 
To a sharp reck'ning, that has liv'd in vain i 
And when J weigh this seeming wisdom ^eU. 
And prove it in th' infallible result 
So hollow and so false— I feel my heart 
Dissolve in pity, and account the leani'd. 
If this be learning, most of all deceived. 
Great crimes alarm the conscience, but it sleeps. 
While thoughtful man is plausibly amusM. 
Defend me, therefcM^, common sense, say J, 
From reveries so airy, from the toil 
Of dropping buckets into empty wells. 
And growing old in drawing nothing up I 

Twere well, says one sage erudite, profonn^ 
Terribly arch*d and aquiline his nose. 
And over built with most impending brows, 
'Twere well could you permit the world to live 
As the world pleases ; what's world to yon> 
Much. I was bom of woman, and drew milk 
As sweet as charity fnmi human breasts.' 
I think, articulate, I laugh and weep. 
And exercise all functions of a man. 

How then should I and any man that lives 
Bestnngento each other? Pierce my vein. 
Jltke of the crimson stream meKndfnn^ ^Oecx%« 
And catechise it well •, appVy tiny ^^aaa, 
Jlffmreh it aud prove now U VtbeiwfcXAocA 
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Ocmgcnial witli thine own ; and, if it be» 
What edg* of subtle^ canst thoa sappoaa 
Keen enoagb* wise and skilful as thoa art. 
To cut the link cf brotherhood, bj which 
One common maker bound me to the kliul> 
Tkne ; I am no proAcient, I confess. 
In arts Uke yonrs. I cannot call the swift 
And periloos lightnings from the angry clouds. 
And Ud them hide themselves in earth beneath } 
1 cannot analyze the air, nor catch 
The parallax of yonder lum'nous point. 
That seems half quench'd in the immense abyss. 
Such powers I b<Mist not— neither can I rest 
A silent witness of the headlong rago, 
Or heedless folly, by which thousands die. 
Bone of my bone, and kindred souls to mine. 

God never meant that man should scale the heavens 
"By strides of human wisdom, in his works. 
Though wondrous ; he commands us in his word 
To scmk him rather where his mercy shines. 
The mind, indeed, enlighten'd flrom above, 
"^^ws him m all } ascribes to the grand cause 
The grand effect } acknowledges with Joy 
His manner, and with rapture tastes his style. 
But never yet did philosophic tube. 
That brings the planets home into the eye 
Of Observation, and discovers, else 
Kot visible, his the famUy of worlds. 
Discover him that rules them ; such a veil 
Hangs over mortal ^es, blind from the birth. 
And dark in things divine. Full often too 
Omr wayward intellect, the more we learn 
Of nature, overlooks her Author more ; 
From instrumental causes proud to draw 
Ckmcluskms retrograde, and mad mistake. 
But if his word once teach us, shoot a ray 
Through all the heart's dark chambers, and reveal 
Truths nndiscem*d but by that holy light. 
Then all is plain. Philosophy, baptiz'd 
In the pure fountain of eternal love. 
Has eyes indeed ; and viewing all she sees 
As meant to indicate a God to man. 
Gives him his praise, and forfeita ucfc Yiec cran. 
Jjuaralng haM borne such fruit in oA^Mix <i«s& ^ 

On aU aer teanches; piety has foum^ a 

tHendB in the /hends of science*, and^sue \$kV!S« i 
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Has flow*d from lips wet with CMttlian dews. 
Such was thy wisdom, Newton, childlike wge I 
Sagracious reader of the works of God, 
And in his word sagracious. Such too thine, 
Milton, whose genius had angelic wings. 
And fed on manna! And such thine, in whom 
Our British Themis gloried with just cause. 
Immortal Hale I for deep discernment prais'd. 
And sound integrity, not more than fam'd 
For sanctity of manners undefll'd. 

All flesh is grass, and all its glory fades 
Like the fair flower dishevell'd in the wind ; 
Riches have wings, and grandeur is a dream. 
The man we celebrate must find a tomb. 
And we that worship him ignoble graves. 
Nothing is proof against the geu'ral curse 
Of vanity, that seizes all below. 
The only amaranthine flower on earth 
Is virtue ; th* only lasting treasure, truth. 
But what is truth ? 'Twas Pilate's question put 
To Truth itself, that deign*d him no reply. 
And wherefore ? will not Grod impart his light 
To them that ask it ?— Freely — 'tis his joy. 
His glory, and his nature, to impart. 
But to the proud, uncandid, insincere, 
Or negligent inquirer, not a spark. 
What's that which brings contempt upon a book. 
And him who writes it, though the style be neat. 
The method clear, and argument exact ? 
That makes a minister in holy things 
The joy of many, and the dread of more. 
His name a theme for praise and for reproach ?— 
That, while he gives us worth in God's account. 
Depreciates and undoes us in our own ? 
What pearl is it, that rich men cannot buy. 
That learning is too proud to gather up ; 
But which the poor, and the despis'd of all, 
Seek and obtain, and often find unsought ? 
Tell me— and I will tell thee what is truth. 

O fkiendly to the best pursuits of man, 
Friendly to thought, to virtuev and to peace. 
Domestic life in rural pleasure pass'd I 
Few know thy value, and few taste thy sweets ; 
Though many boast thy favowre, axiti tSecX 
To understand and choose thee tox >;aM\s oronu 
But iSToUsh man foregoes bift ptopec \k^^sa« 
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E'en as his tint jirogrenitor, and quits, 
Thongli idac'd in Paradise (for earth has still 
Some traces of her yonthfol beauty left,) 
Substantial bappiness for transient joy. 
Scenes form'd for contemplation, and to nurse 
The growing seeds of wisdom ; that suggest. 
By every pleasing image they present. 
Reflections such as meliorate the heart. 
Compose the passions, and exalt the mind ; 
Scales such as these 'tis his supreme delight 
To fill with riot, and defile with blood. 
Should some contagion, kind to the poor brutes 
We persecute, annihilate the tribes 
That draw the sportsman over hill and dale 
Fearless, and wrapt away flrom all his cares ; 
Should never game-fowl hatch their eggs again, 
N<Mr baited hook deceive the fish's eye j 
Could pageantry and dance, and feast and song, 
Be qnell'd fai all our summer months' retreats ; 
How many self-deluded nymphs and swains. 
Who dream they have a taste for fields and groves. 
Would find them hidious nurs'ries of the spleen. 
And crowd the roads, impatient for the town ! 
They love the country, and none else, who seek 
For their own sake its silence, and its shade. 
DeUgbts which who would leave, that has a heart 
Susc^^ble of pity, or a mind 
Cultur'd and capable of sober thought. 
For all the savage din of the swift pack. 
And clamours of the field ?— Detested sport. 
That owes its pleasures to another's pain ; 
That feeds upon the sobs and dying shrieks 
Of hannless nature, dumb, but yet endued 
With eloquence that agonies inspire. 
Of silent tears and heart- distending sighs? 
Vain tears, alas, and sighs that never find 
A corresponding tone in jovial souls ! 
Well— one at least is safe. One shelter'd hare 
Has never heard the sanguinary yell 
Of cruel man, exulting in her woes. 
Innocent partner of my peaceful home. 
Whom ten long vears' experience of m^ cax« 
Has maJe at last familiar ; she has \o^ ^ 

Jfmc!& 0/Aer vigilant instinctive dread. 
Not needftil here, beneath a roof Uke ttvVxve. j. 

reg-tbon nmjrst eat thy bread, and ^cY Uwe\\«svQ. 
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That feeds thee j thoa mayst frolic on the floor 
At ev'nhig, and at night retire secure 
To thy straw couch, and slumber unalarm*d t 
For I have gaind thy confidence, have pledg'd 
All that is haman in me, to protect 
Thine unsusitecting gratitude and love. 
If I survive thee, T will dig thy grave ; 
And, when I place thee in it, sighing say, 
I knew at least one hare that had a flriend * 

How various his employments, whom the world 
Calls idle ; and who justly in return 
Esteems that busy world an idler tool 
Friends, books, a garden, and perhaps his pen. 
Delightful industry enjoy'd at home. 
And nature in her cultivated trim 
Dress'd to his taste, inviting him abroad — 
Can he want occupation, who has these ? 
Will he be idle, who has much to ei\joy 1* 
Me therefore studious of laborious ease. 
Not slothful, happy to deceive the time, 
Nor waste it, and aware that human life 
Is but a loan to be repaid with use. 
When he shall call his debtors to account. 
From whom are all our blessingrs, business finds 
Even here : while sedulous I seek t' improve. 
At least neglect not, or leave unemploy'd. 
The mind he grave me ; driving it, though slack. 
Too oft, and much impeded in its work 
By causes not to be divulg'd in vain. 
To its just point — ^tbe service of mankind. 
He that attends to his interior self. 
That has a heart, and keeps it j has a mind 
That hungrers, and supplies it; and who seeks 
A social, not a dissipated life. 
Has business ; feels himself engaged t' achieve 
No unimportuit, though a silent task. 
A life all turbulence and noise may seem 
To him that leads it wise, and to be prais'd j 
But wisdom is a pearl with most success 
Sought in still water, and beneath dear skies. 
He that is ever occupied in storms. 
Or dives not for it, or brings up instead, 
Vainly industrious, a disgraceful prize. 
The maming finds the BcU-sequeatac^dLtnaaa. 
AesA for bis task, intend wYiat tusV: Yie mwy. 
* Bee the noU at the ead of *i]Mv«l»nb«* 
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Whether indement seasons recommend 

Hto warm bat umple home» where he ci^joja 

Wtth ber» who shiures his pleasures and his heart. 

Sweet oonTerse, sipping calm the fragrant lymph 

Which neatly she prepares ; then to his book 

Well chosen, and not sullenly perus'd 

In selfish silence, but imparted oft. 

As ooght occurs, that she may smile to hear. 

Or turn to nourishment, digested well. 

Or tf the garden with its many cares, 

AU wdl repaid, demand him, he attends 

Hie welcome call, conscious how much the hand 

Of lubbard labour needs his watchful eye. 

Oft kiteiing lazily, if not o'erseen, 

Or misapplying his unskilful strength. 

Nor does he govern only or direct. 

But much pertbrms himself. No works indeed. 

That ask robust, tough sinews, bred to toil, 

Senrtle employ ; but such as may amuse, 

Not tire, demanding rather skill than force. 

Frond of his well-spread walls, he views his trees. 

That meet no barren interval between, 

Witti pleasure more than even their fruits afford ; 

Which, save himself who trains them, none can feel. 

*These therefore are his own peculiar charge; 

No meaner ]hand may discipline the shoots. 

None but his steel approach them. What is weak, 

Distemper'd, or has lost prolific powers, 

Impair'd by age, his unrelenting hand 

Dooms to the knife : nor does he spare the soft 

And succulent, that feeds its giant growth. 

But bwrren, at th' expense of neighboring twigs 

Less oatentetions, and yet studded thick 

With hopeful gems. The rest no portion left 

That may disgrace his art, or disappoint 

Laiige expectation, he disposes neat 

At measur'd distances, that air and sun. 

Admitted fireely, may afford their aid, 

And ventilate and warm the swelling buds. 

Hence Summer has her riches. Autumn hence. 

And hence even Winter fills his withered hand j 

With Uniriiing flruits, and pleaatj not his own.* 1 

Fair recompense of labour well bestow^ di, 

Aad wiM proeaotioD ; which a cWme ao txidA 

Makes needfai atlU, whose SpriniB \a V^tuX. \3Qje O^VVa 
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Discov*ring much the temper of her sire. 
For oft, as if iu her the stream of mild 
Maternal Nature had revers'd its course. 
She bring^s her infants forth with many smiles } 
But once deliver'd, kills them with a frown. 
He therefore timely wam*d, himself supplies 
Her want of care, screening and keefring warm 
The plenteous bloom, that no rough blast may swec 
His garlands from the boughs. Again, as oft 
As the sun peeps and vernal airs breathe mild, 
The fence withdrawn, he gives them every beam. 
And spreads his hopes before the blaze of day. 

To raise the prickly and green-coated gourd. 
So grateful to the palate, and when rare» 
So coveted, else base and disesteem'd— 
Food for the vulgar merely ~ is an art 
That toiling ages have but just matured. 
And at this moment onassay'd in song. 
Yet gnats have had, and firogs and mice, long sino^ 
Their eulogy ; those sang, the Mantuan bard. 
And these the Grecian, in ennobling stnuns ; 
And in thy numbers, Philips, shines for aye 
The solitcuy shilling. Pardon then. 
Ye sage dispensers of poetic fame, 
Th' ambition of one meaner far, whose powers 
Presuming an attempt not less sublime. 
Pant for the praise of dressing to the taste 
Of critic appetite, no sordid fare, * 
A cucumber, while costly yet and scarce. 

The stable yields a stercoraceous heap. 
Impregnated with quick fermenting salts. 
And potent to resist the freezing blast; 
For, ere the beech and elm have cast their leaf 
Deciduous, when now November dark 
Checks vegetation in the torpid plant 
Expos'd to his cold breath, the task begins. 
Warily therefore, and with prudent heed, 
He seeks a favoured spot ; that where he builds 
Th' agglomerated pile his frame may traat 
The sun's meridian disk, and at the back 
Enjoy close shelter, waU, or reeds, or hedge 
Impcnrvioos to the wind. First he bids spread 
Biy fern or litter'd hay, that may imbibe 
Tb' ascendtag damps ; then leisuteVf \iayMA« 
And lighUy, shaking it with agUe \wn^ 
Oi cbuiMah Winter, in her frowaxd mooAa 
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From the Aill fork, the saturated straw. 
Wbat longest binds the closest fonns secure 
The shapely side, that as it rises takes, 
9j Jost degrees, an overhanging breadth. 
Shaving the base with its projected eaves ; 
111' Qidifted frame, compact at every Joint, 
And overlaid witii dear teanslucent glass. 
He settka next upon the sloping mount. 
Whose sharp declivity shoots off secure 
From the dash*d pane, the deluge as it falls. 
He shots it close, and the first labour ends. 
Thrice most the voluble and restless Earth 
Spin round upon h&e axle, ere the warmth. 
Slow gath*ring in the midst, through the square mass 
Diflhs*d, attain the surface ! when behold ! 
A pestilent and most corrosive steam. 
Like a gross fic^ Boeotian, riring fast. 
And fast coudens*d upon the dewy sash, 
AiriM egress ; which obtained, the overcharged 
And drench'd conservatory breathes abroad. 
In Yfdumes wheeling slow, the vapour dank ; 
And, purified, rejoices to have lost 
Its foul inhabitant. But to assuage 
Hi* impatient fervour, which it first conceives 
Within its reeking bosom, threat'ning death 
TO his young hopes, requires discreet delay. 
Experience, slow preceptress, teaching oft 
The way to glory by miscarriage foul, 
Must prompt him, and admonish how to catch 
Th' auspicious moment, when the temper'd heat. 
Friendly to vital motion, may afford 
Soft fomentation, and invite the seed. 
The seed, selected wisely, plump, and smooth. 
And glossy, he commits to pots of size 
Diminutive, well fill'd with well-prepar'd 
And flruitful soil, that has been treasur'd long. 
And drank no moisture from the dripping clouds. 
These on the warm and genial earth, that hides 
The smoking manure, and o'erspreads it all. 
He places lightly, and as time subdues 
The rage of fermentation, plunges deep 
In the soft medium, till they stand inimers'd. 
Then rise the tender g^rms, uystsxtvtv^ tyoivOt:, 
And spreading- wide their spongy \o\>«a\ «X^a%\i 
Fale^ wan, and Jivid ; but assumVuf; «oQin, 
JfOum'd bj bahnj and nutxicioxka ait* 
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Strained through the friendly mats, a Ti^id green. 

Two leaves prodaced, two rough indented kaves. 

Cautious he pinches from the second stalk 

A pimple, that portends a future sprout, 

And interdicts its growth. Thence stzaiglit succeed 

The branches, sturdy to his utmost wish j 

Prolific all, and harbingers of more. 

The crowded roots demand enlargement now, 

And transplantation in an amfder spaoe. 

Indulg*d in what they wish, they soon supply 

Large foliage, o'ersbadowing golden flowers^ 

Blown on the summit of the apparent fhiit. 

These have their sexes 1 and, when summer shines. 

The bee transports the fertilizing meal 

From flower to flower, and even the breathing air 

Wafts the rich prize to its appointed use. 

Not so when winter scowls. Assistant art 

Then acts in nature*8 office, brings to pass 

The glad espousals, and ensures the crop. 

Grudgre not, ye rich (since Luxury must have 
His dainties, and the World's more num*rou8 half 
Lives by contriving delicates for you,) , 

Grudge not the cost. Ye httle know the cares. 
The vigilance, the labour, and the skill. 
That day and night are exercis'd and hang 
Upon the ticklish balance of suspense. 
That ye may garnish your profuse regisdes 
With summer fruits brought forth by wintry sons. 
Ten thousand danglers lie in wait to thwart 
The process. Heat and cold, and wind, and steam. 
Moisture and drought, mice, worms, and swarming fli^ 
Minute as dust, and numberless, oft work 
.Dire disappointment, that admits no cure. 
And which no care can obviate. It were long. 
Too long, to tell th' expedients and the shifts. 
Which he that fights a season so severe. 
Devises, while he guards his tender trust ; 
And oft at last in vain. The leam'd and wise 
Sarcastic would exclaim, aifd judge the song 
Cold as its theme, and like its theme the friilt 
Of too much labour, worthless when produced. 

Who loves a garden loves a green-house too. 
VnconBdoui of a less propitious cUme, 
There blooms exotic beauty, waxm smi «&»«« 
While the winds wliistle, and tUe suo'w^ Q«Aceiii\. 
^0 spiry myrtle, with uuwith'iinc V«»(i 
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Shines there, and flourishes. The g^)lden boast 
Of Fortueal and western India there, 
Tliie ruddier orange, and the paler lime. 
Peep through thefar polish'd foliage at the storm. 
And teem to smile at what they need not fear. 
Th' amomum there with intermingling flowers 
And cheiries hangs her twigs. Geranium boasts 
Her crimson honours ; and the spangled beau, 
ncoides, glitters bright the winter long. 
All plants, of every leaf, that can endure 
The winter's firown, if screen'd firom his shrewd bite. 
Live there and i>rosper. Those Ansonia claims. 
Levantine regions these; th* Azores send 
Their Jessamine, her Jessamine remote 
Cal&«ria : foreigners from many land:s. 
They form one social shade, as if conven'd 
By magic summons of th* Orphean lyre. 
Yet Just arrangement, rarely brought to pass 
But by a master's hand, disi)osing well 
The gay diversities of leaf and flower, 
Most tend its aid t* illustrate all their charms. 
And dress the regular yet varied scene. 
Plant behind plant aspiring, in the van 
The dwarfish, in the year retir*d, but still 
Sublime above the rest, the statelier stand. 
So once were rang'd the sons of ancient Rome, 
A noble show ! while Roscius trod the stage. 
And so, while Garrick, as renown*d as he, 
Tlie sons of Albion ; feuring each to lose 
. Some note of Nature's music firom his lips. 
And covetous of ShaI(espc«ire'B beauty, seen 
In every flash of his far-beaming eye. 
Nor taste alone, and wcll-contriv*d display 
Suffice to give the marshall'd ranks the grace 
Of their complete effect. Much yet remains 
Unsung, and many cares are yet behind. 
And more laborious ; cares on which depends 
Their vigour, injur'd soon, not soon restored. 
Hie soil must be renew'd, which often wash'd. 
Loses its treasure of salubrious salts, 
And disappoints the roots ; the slender roots 
Close interwoven, where they meet tlie vase 
Must smooth be shorn away •, the en,p\e%%\sn\\c^ 
Miut tty before the knife ; the wither* di \c«.t 
Maat be detach'd, and where he strewa lYv^t^o^^ 
Swept with a womaa'a neatness, bxefc^ni^ ^\*^ 
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Ck)ntagion, fuid disseminating death. 
Discharg:e but these kind offices, (and wbo 
Would spare, that loyes them, offices like these >) 
Well they reward the toil. The sight is ideas'd, 
The scent regal'd, each odorif rous leaf, 
Each op'ning blossom, freely breathes abroad 
Its gratitude, and thanks him with its sweets. 

So manifold, all pleasing in their kind, 
All healthful, are th* employs of rural life. 
Reiterated as the wheel of time 
Runs round ; still ending, and beginning still. 
Nor are these all. To deck the shapely knoll. 
That softly swell'd and gaily dress'd appears 
A flowery island, from the dark green lawn 
Emerging, must be dccm'd a labour due 
To no mean hand, and asks the touch of taste. 
Here also grateful mixture of well-match'd 
And sorted hues (each giving each relief. 
And by contrasted beauty shining more) 
Is needful. Strength may wield the pond'roas spade. 
May turn the clod, and wheel the compost home ; 
But elegance, chief grace the garden shows. 
And most attractive, is the fair result 
Of thought, the creature of a polish'd mind. 
Without it all is Gothic as the scene. 
To which th' insipid citizen resorts 
Near yonder heath j where industry mis-spent. 
But proud of his uncouth ill-chosen task. 
Has made a heaven on earth ; what suns and moons 
Of close ramm'd stones has charg'd the encumbered soil. 
And fairly laid the zodiac in the dust. 
He, therefore, who would see his flowers dispos'd 
Sightly and in just order, ere he gives 
The beds the trusted treasure of their seed. 
Forecasts the future whole ; that when the scene 
Shall break into its preconceiv'd display. 
Each for itself, and all as with one voice 
Conspiring, may attest his bright design. 
Nor even then, dismissing as perform'd 
His pleasant work, may he suppose it done. 
Few self-supported flowers endure the wind 
Unii^urM, but expect th' upholding aid 
Of the smooth-shaven prop, and neatly tied. 
Are wedded thus, like beauty to o\d a^ge. 
For intereaVa sake, the living to tkie d««A. 
Some clothe the soil that feeds them, f»x cmxi^'a 
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And lowly ooepingr, modest and yet finir, 

like Tirtoey thriring most where little seen ; 

8<Mne more aspiring catch the neighbour shrub 

¥nth dantog tendrils » and inrest his branch. 

Else nnaaom*d, with many a gay festo(m 

And fragrant cha p let, recompensing wril 

The strength th^ barrow with the grace they lend. 

AU hate the rank society of weeds. 

Noisome, and ever greedy to exhaust 

Tb* impovrishM earth ; an overbearing race, 

That, like the moltitade, made faction-mad, 

IHsturb good cnder, and degrade true worth. 

O bless'd seclusion from a jarring world. 
Which he. thus occupied, enjoys .' Retareat 
Cwomot indeed to guilty man restore 
Lost innocence, or cancel follies past ; 
But it has peace, and much secures the mind 
From all assults of evil ; proving still 
A ftiithful barrier, not o'erleap'd with ease 
By viciona Custom, raging uncontroll'd 
AlMtMd, and desolating public life. 
When fierce Temptation, seconded within 
By tnitat Appetite, and arm'd with dart.s 
Temper'd in hell, invades the throbbing breast 
To combat may be glorious, and success 
Perhaps mav crown us ; but to fly is safe. 
Had I the choice of sublunary good. 
What could I wish, that I possess not hero ^ 
Health, leisure, means t* improve it, friend.ship, peace. 
No loose or wanton, though a wand'ring, muse, 
And constant occupation witliout care. 
Thos blessed, I draw a picture of that bliss ^ 
Hcmeless, indeed that dissipated minds. 
And profUgatc abusers of a world 
Qreated fair so much in vain for them, 
Shoold seek the guiltless joys, that T describe, 
Allar*d by my report : but sure no less. 
That self-condemn'd they must neglect the prize, 
And what they will not taste must yet approve. 
What we admire, we praise ; and, when we praise. 
Advance it into notice, that its worth 
Adcnowledg'd, others may admire it too. 
I therefore recommend, though at the risk 
Ot popular disgust, yet boldly st^ 
The auue of piety, and sacred trat\\, » » , x 

Andvtrtoe, and those scenes, Nc\iic\i QoCi cpt&awx'i. 

2o4 o 
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Should best secure them, and promote them most} 
Scenes that I love, and with regret perceive 
Forsaken, or through folly not ei\Joy*d. 
Pure is the nymph, though lib*ral or her smiles. 
And chaste, though unconfln*d, whom I extol. 
Not as the prince of Shushan, when he call'd, 
Vain.glorious of her charms, his Vashti forth. 
To grace the full pavilion. His design 
Was but to boast his own peculiar good, 
'Which all might view with envy, none partake 
My charmer is not mine alone ; my sweets, 
And she that sweetens all my bitters too, 
Nature, enchanting Nature, in whose form 
And lineaments divine 1 trace a hand 
That errs not, and find rapture still rcnew*d. 
Is flree to all men— universal prize. 
Strange that so fair a creature should yet want 
Admirers, and be destin'd to divide 
With meaner objects even the few she finds ! 
Stripp'd of her ornaments, her leaves and flowers. 
She looses all her influence. Cities then 
Attract us, and neglected Nature phies 
Abandon'd, as unworthy of our love. 
But are not wholesome airs, though unperfum'd 
By roses ; and clear sims, though scarcely felt ; 
And groves, if unharmonlons, yet secure 
From clamour, and whose very silence channs ; 
To be preferr'd to smoke, to the eclipse 
Tht^ metropolitan volcanoes make^ 
Whose Stygian throats breathe darkness all day long; ; 
And to the stir of commerce, driving slow. 
And thundVing loud, with his ten thousand wheels ? 
They would be, were not madness in the head 
And folly in the heart ; were England now. 
What England was, plain, hospitable, kind, 
And nndebauch'd. But we have bid far^weU 
To all the virtues of those better days. 
And all their honest pleasures. Mansions onqe 
Knew their own masters ; and laborious hinds. 
Who had surviv'd the father, serv'd the son. 
Now the legitimate and rightful lord 
Is but a transient guest, newly arriv'd, 
And soon to be supplanted. He that saw 
Hla patrimonial timber cast its leal, 
SeUs tbe last scantling, and tncnaietft Vtv« \n\c» 
To some shrewd sharper, ere it\>ud% *«omv. 
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Estiites or landscapes, grazed apnn a while. 
Then adTertisM, and aactioneerM away. 
The eoontiy ttanr^, and they that feed th* o*ercharg*d 
And torfeited lewd town with her fair does. 
By ajust Judinnent strip and starve themselves. 
The wings, that waft our riches ont of sight. 
Grow on the gamester's elbows, and th* idert 
And nimble motion of those restless Joints, 
That never tire, soon fans them all away. 
Iroprovement too, the idol of the age. 
Is fed with many a victim. Lo, he comes I 
Th' omnipotent magician. Brown, appears 1 
Down ftdis the venerable pile, th' abode 
,Of our foreftithers — a grave whisker 'd race, 
'Bat tasteless. Springs a palace in its stend. 
Bat in a distant spot } where more expend 
It may enjoy th' advantage of the north. 
And anguish east, till time shall have transforni'd 
Those naked acres to a shelt'rlng grove. 
He sneaks. The lake in Tront becomes a lawn ; 
Woods vanish , hills subside, and valleys rise ; 
And streams, as if created for his use, 
Pmvae the track of his directing wand, 
Stnooos or straight, now rapid and now slow. 
Now murm*ring soft, now roaring in cascades- 
Even as he bids! Th' enraptur'd owner smiles. 
TIs flnish'd, and yet, finish'd as it seems, 
StiU wants a grace, the loveliest it could show. 
A mine to satisfy th' enormous cost. 
Drain'd to the last poor item of his wealth. 
He fldyrhs, departs, and leaves th' aecomplish'd plan, 
Tlut^lie has touch'd, retouch'd, many a long day 
Labooor'd and many a night pursued in dreams, 
Jost when it meets his hopes, and proves the heaven 
He wanted, for a wealthier to enjoy ! 
And now perhaps the glorious hour is come, 
When, having no stake left, no pledge to endear 
Her int*re8t8, or that gives her sacred cause, 
A moment's operation on his love. 
He bnms with most intense and flagrant zeal 
To serve his country. Ministerial grace 
Deals him out money firom the public chest ; 
Or, if that mine be shut, some private pnxse 
SuppUea bis need with an usurioaa \oaxv, 
Toberefkinded duly, when his vote 

Well manag'd, shall have eam'd Yiis n»ot\Xi^ vxSr,^. 

O Jaaocent, compared with arto Uke tUeae, 
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Crape, and coc1(*d pistoU and the whistling: ball 
Sent thi'ough the traveller's temples ! He that finds 
One drop of Heaven's sweet mercy in his cup 
Can dig, beg, rot, and perish, well content^ 
So he may wrap himself in honest rags 
At his last gasp ; but could not for a world 
FLsh up his dirty and dependent bread 
From pools and ditches of the commonwealth. 
Sordid and sick'mng at his own success. 

Ambition, av'rice, penury incurr'd 
By endless riot, vanity, and lust 
Of pleasure and variety, dispatch. 
As duly as the swallows disappear. 
The world of wand'ring knights and squires to town. 
London ingulfs them all .' 1 he shark is there. 
And the shark's prey ; the s];)endthrift, and the leech 
That sucks him : there the sycophant, and he 
Who, with bareheaded and obsequious bowSf 
Begs a warm office, doom'd to a cold jaU 
And groat per diem, if bis patron frown. 
The levee sw^arms, as if in golden pomp 
Were character'd on every statesman's dorr, 
*' Battered and bankrupt fort Hne» mended here. 
These are the charms that sully and eclipse 
Hie charms of nature. 'Tis the cruel gnpe. 
That lean, hard-handed Poveity uiflicts. 
The hope of better things, the chance to win. 
The wish to shine, the thirst to be amus'd. 
That at the sound of Winter's hoary wing 
Unpeople all our counties of such herds 
Of flutt'ring, loit'ring, cruigmg, begging, loose. 
And wanton vagrants, as make London, vast 
And boundless as it is, a crowded coop. 

O thou, resort and mart of all the earth, 
Checker'd with all complexions of mankind. 
And spotted with all crimes ; in whom I see 
Much that I love, and more that I admire. 
And all that I abhor ; thou freckled fair. 
That ple&sest and yet shock'st me, I can laugb. 
And I can weep, can hope, and can despond. 
Feel wrath and pity, when I think on thee ! 
Ten righteous would have sav'd a city once. 
And tboa bast many righteous.— Well for thee— 
71u^ salt preserves thee •, mote cotm^p^ftA. ^s»» 
And therefore more obnoxious, 9k tVa&'tvo'QX, 
7!ban flEodom in her day bad ipowct to \>e% 
For whom God heard his AbreiiamiB^sa^^^^^'' 
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Memdov lubricate the course they take ; 

The modest tpeaker is asham'd and grieved 

T* engross a moment's notice ; and yet begs. 

Begs a iHTopitioas ear for liis poor thought^ 

However trivial all that he conceives. 

Sweet bashfulness ! it claims at least this praise j 

The dearth of information and good sense, 

That it foretells us, always come to pass. 

Cataracts of declamation thunder here ; 

Tbcare forests of no meaning spread the page. 

In which all comprehension wanders lost; 

While fields of pleasantry amuse us there 

With merry descants on a nation's woes. 

The rest appears a wilderness of strange 

But gay confusion ; roses for the cheek, 

And lillies for the brows of faded age, 

TMth for the toothless, wringlets tor the bald. 

Heaven, earth, and ocean, plunder'd oi their bwccts, 

Nectareons essences, Olympian dews. 

Sermons, and city feasts, and favYite airs. 

Ethereal journeys, submarine exploits. 

And Katerfelto, with his hair on end 

At his ovra wonders, wond'ring for his breaa. 

*Tis pleasant, through the loopholes of retreat. 
To peep at such a world ; to see the stir 
Of the great Babe), and not feel the crowd ; 
To hear the roar she sends through all her gates 
At a safe distance, where the dying sound 
FaUs a soft murmur on th* unii\}ur'd ear. 
Thus sitting, and surveying thus at ease 
The i^be and its concerns, I seem advanc*d 
TO some secure and more than mortal height. 
That lib'rates and exempts me from them all 
It turns submitted to my view, turns round 
With all its generations •, I behold 
The tumult, and am still. The sound of war 
Has lost his terrors ere it reaches me ; 
.Grieves, but alarms me not. I mourn the pride 
And aVrice that makes man a wolf to man ; 
Hear the laiut echo of those brazen throats, 
By which he speaks the language of his heart. 
And sighs, but never trembles at the sound. 
He travels and expatiates, as the bee 
From flower to flower, so he from \«dA. \a \ssA\ 
The nuumen, customs, policy, ot oXl 
J'^Jr coatrtbntion to the store he sYean'ft \ 
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He sacks intelligence in every dime. 
And spreads the honey of his deep research 
At his return^ a rich repast for me. 
He travels, and I too. I tread his deck,^ 
Ascends his topmast, tiirongh his peering eyes 
Discover countries, with a kindred heart 
Suffer his woes, and share in his escapes j 
While fancy, like the finger of a clock. 
Runs the great circuit, and is still at home. 

O Whiter, ruler of th' inverted year. 
Thy Bcatter'd hair with sleet like ashes flll'd. 
Thy breath congeal'd upon thy lips, thy dieeks 
Friug'd with a beard made white with other snows 
Than those of age, thy forehead wrapp*d in cdouds 
A leafless branch thy sceptre, and thy throne 
A sliding car, indebted to no wheels, 
fiat urg'd by storms along its slipp'17 way, 
I love thee, all unlovely as thou seem'st. 
And dreaded as thou art 1 Thou hold*st the son 
A pris'ner in the yet undawning east, 
Short'ning his journey between mom and nccn. 
And hurrying him, impatient of his stay. 
Down to the rosy west ; but kindly still 
Compensating his loss with added hours 
Of social converse, and instructive ease. 
And gath'ring, at short notice, in one gronp. 
The family dispersed, and fixing thought, 
Kot less dispers'd by daylight and its caret, 
I crown thee king of intimate delights. 
Fire-side enjoyments, home-bom hapi^ess. 
And ail the comforts, that the lowly roof 
Of undisturb'd Retirement, and the hours 
Of long uninterrupted evening, know. 
No rattling wheels stop short before these gates 1 
No powder'd pert proficient in the art 
Of sounding an alarm assaults these doors 
Till the streeb^rings; no stationary steeds 
Cough their own knell, while, heedless of tlie soon^ 
The silent circle fan themselves, and quake : 
But here the needle plies its busy task. 
The pattern grows, tiie well depicted flower, 
Wrought patiently into the snowy lawn. 
Unfolds its bosom ; buds, and leaves, and springs, 
ADd curling tendrils graceluYiy di&^%'A, 
Follow the nimble finger ot the ta!^ \ 
A wreath, that caunot fade, ol«LoYie»»^tJQ»^»5s« 
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With most sncceM when all besides decay. 

The poet*B or historian's pag:e by one 

Made vocal for th* amasement of the rest ; 

The sprightly lyre, whose treasure of sweet soundfl. 

The touch firom many a trembling chord shakes oat ; 

And the clear voice symphonioas, yet distinct. 

And hi the charming strife triomphant still j 

Beguile the night, and set a keener edge 

On female industry : the threaded steel 

FUes swiftly, and unfelt the task proceeds. 

The volume closed, the customary rites 

Of the last meal commence. A Roman meal, 

Sodi as the mistress erf the world once found 

DeUdous, when her patriots of high note. 

Perhaps by moonlight, at their humble doors. 

And under an old oak's domestic shade, 

Ei^Joy'd spare feast ! a radish and an egg. 

IHscourse ensues, not trivial, yet not dull. 

Nor such as with a flrown forbids the play 

Of fancy, or prescribes the soand of mirth : 

Kor do we madly, like an impious world, 

"Who deem religion Arenzy, and the Gk>d 

That made them, an intruder on their joys. 

Start at his awful name, or deem his inralse 

A Jarring note. Themes of a graver tone. 

Exciting oft our gratitude and love, 

"While we retrace with Mem'ry's pointing wand. 

That calls the past to our exact review, 

The dangers we have 'scaped, the broken snare, 

The disappointed foe, deliv'rance found 

Unlook'd fott life preserv'd, and peace restor'd. 

Fruits of omnipotent eternal love. 

O evenings worthy of the gods i exclaim'd 

The SaMne bard. O evenings, I reply. 

More to be priz'd and coveted than yours. 

As more iUumin'd, and with nobler truths. 

That I, and mine, and those we love, ei^o^. 

Is Winter hideous in a garb like this P 
Needs he the tragic fur, the smoke of lamps. 
The pent-up breath of an unsav'ry throng 
To thaw him into feeling ; or the smart 
And snappish dialogue, that flippant wits 
Call comedy, to prompt him with a 6m\l& ? 
The self-complacent actor, when Yve -vSen^ 
(SteaUDga sidelong glance at atuVWvo^QAS^ 
The alope of faces from the Aoot to \:kv^ Tocft, 
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(As if one master-spring: controll'd them all) 

Relax*d into an universal grin. 

Sees not a count'nance there, that speaks of joy 

Half BO refin'd or so sincere as ours. 

Cards were superfluous here, with all the tricks 

That idleness has ever yet contriv'd 

To fill the void of an unfumish'd brain. 

To palliate dulness, and give time a shove. 

Time, as he passes us, has a dove's wing, 

Unsoil'd, and swift, and of a silken sound ; 

But the world's Time is Time in masquerade ! 

Theirs, should I paint him, has his pinions fledged 

With motley plumes ; and, where the peacocJc shows 

His azure eyes, is tinctur'd black and red 

With spots quadrangular of diamond form, 

Ensanguiu'd hearts, clubs typical of strife. 

And spades, the emblem of untimely graves. 

What should be, and what was an hour-glass once. 

Becomes a dice-box, and a billiard mace 

Well does the work of his destructive scythe. 

Thus deck'd, he charms a world whom fashion blinds 

To its true worth, most pleas'd when idle most ; 

Whose only happy are their wasted hours. 

Even misses, at whose age their mothers wore 

The back string and the bib, assumes the dress 

Of womanliood, fit pupils in the school 

Of card-devoted Time, and night by night. 

Placed at some vacant comer of the board, 

Learn every trick, and soon play all the game. 

But truce with censure. Roving as I rove. 

Where shall I find an end, or how proceed ? 

As he that ti avels far, oft turns aside 

To view some rugged rock or mould'rhig tower. 

Which seen, delights him not ; then coming home 

Describes and prints it, thut the world may know 

How far he went for what was nothing worth j 

So I, with brush in hand, and pallet spread. 

With colours mix'd for a far dififrent use, 

Paint cards, and dolls, and every idle thing. 

That Fancy finds in her excursive flights. 

Come, Evening, once again, season of peace. 
Return, sweet Evening, and continue long ! 
Methinks I see thee in the streaky west. 
With matron step slow movVng, nvYi^ tVub ^l^tit 
Treada on thy sweepiniT train *> one\Ax\dk.«iBL^Vys^^ 
Jn letting fall the curtaixi ot revoae 
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. On bird and beast, fhe other charg'd for man 
"^th aweet oblivion of the cares of day : 
Not sumptaously adom'd, not needing aid. 
Like bomely-featar'd Night, of clast*ring geras; 
A star or two. Just twinkling on thy brow. 
Suffices thee ; save that the moon is thine 
No less than hers, not worn indeed on high 
With ostentatious pageantry, but set 
With modest grandeur in thy purple zone. 
Resplendent less, but of an ampler round. 
Come then, and thou shalt And thy vot*ry calra. 
Or make me so. Composure is thy gift : 
And, whether I devote thy gentle hours 
To books, to music, or the poet's toil ; 
To weaving nets for bird-alloring fruit : 
Or twining silken threads round ivory reels, 
When they command whom man was bom to plca.se, 
I slight thee not, but make thee welcome still. 
Just when our drawing-rooms begin to blaze 
With lights, by dear reflection multiplied 
Firom many a mirror, in which he of Gath, 
OoUath, might have seen his giant bulk 
Whole without stooping, towering crest and all j 
My pleasures too begin. But me perhaps 
The glofwing hearth may satisfy a while 
With fahit iUumination, that uplifts 
The shadow to the ceiling, there by fits 
Dancing nncouthly tu the quiv'ring flame. 
Not nndelightful is an hour to me 
So spent in parlour-twilight : such a gloom 
Suits well the thoughtful or unthinking mind. 
The mind contemplative, with some new theme 
Pregnant, or indispos'd alike to all 
Laugh ye, who boast your more mercurial powers. 
That never felt a stupor, know no pause. 
Nor need one ; I am conscious, and confess 
Fearless, a soul that does not always think. 
Me oft has Fancy ludicrous and wild 
Soothed with a waking dream of houses, towers, 
Ttees, churches, and strange visages, express'd 
In the red cinders, while with poring eye 
I gazed, myself creating what I saw. 
Not less amus'd have I quiescent NvsAx^cCd^ 
72re sooty dims, that play upon tYve >mx^ 

PettdulouB, and foreboding in the NVeNV 

Of BupentiUon, prophesying stVW, 



i 



1 



220 THB TASK. 

Thougrh stni decciv*d, some strangle new apinroadu 

'lis thus tbe andcrstandiugr takes repose 

In indolent vacuity of thought, 

And sleeps, and is refiresh'd. Meanwhile the fbce 

Conceais the mood lethargic with a mask 

Of deep deliberation, as the man 

Were task*d to his fbll strength, absorb*d and lost, 

Thus oft, reclin*d at ease, T lose an hour 

At evening, till at length the freezing blast. 

That sweeps the bolted shutter, summons home 

The recollected powers ; and snapping short 

The glassy threads, with which the Fancy weaves 

Her brittle toys, restores me to myself. 

How calm is my recess ; and how the flrost. 

Raging abroad, and the rough wind endear 

The silence and the warmth enjoy'd within I 

I saw the woods and fields at close of day 

A variegated show ; the meadows green. 

Though faded ; and the lands, where lately wav*d 

I'he gulden harvest, of a mellow brown, 

UpturnM so lately by the forceful share. 

I saw far uiT the weedy fallows smile 

"With verdure not unprofitable, graz'd 

By flocks, fast feeding, and selecting each 

His fav*rite herb : while all the leafless grroves 

That skirt the horizon, wore a sable hae. 

Scarce notic'd in the kindred dusk of eve. 

To-morrow brings a change, a total change 1 

Which even now, though silently perform*d. 

And slowly, and by most unt'elt, the face 

Of universal nature undergoes. 

Fast falls a fleecy shower : the downy flakes 

Descending, and, with never.ceasmg lapse. 

Softly alighting upon all below. 

Assimilate all objects. Earth receives 

Gladly the thick'ning mantle ; and the green 

And tender blade, that fear'd the chilling blast. 

Escapes unhurt beneath so warm a veil. 

In such a world, so thorny, and where none 
Finds happiness unblighted, or, if found. 
Without some thistly sorrow at its side. 
It seems the part of wisdom, and no sin 
Affainst the law of love, to measure lota 
With less disting^uish*d than out«e\veft •, \Yw!(. >^'q& 
H'e may with patience bear our tnotfttiXA Viiis 
•And BjmpathizQ with others BuSTnug mote. 



THE WIKTEB EVENING. 221 

lU lines tbe travller now, and he that stalks 

In p<nid*roii8 boots beside his reeking team. 

The wain iroes heavily, impeded sore 

1^ ooDgregated loads adhering close 

To tbe clogg*d wheels ; and in its sluggish pace, 

Noiseless appears a moving hill of snow. 

The tfriUng steed expand the nostril wide, 

While every breath, by respiration strong, 

Fwc'd downward. Is consolidated soon 

Upon their jutting chests. He, form'd to bear 

The pelting brunt of the tempestuous night. 

With half-shut eyes, and puckerM cheeks, and teeth 

Presented bare against the storm, plods on. 

One hand secures his hat, save when with both 

He brandishes his pliant length of whip. 

Resounding oft, and never heard in vain. 

O happy ! and in my account denied 

That 8c»isibility of pain, with which 

Reflnement is endued, thrice happy thou I 

Thy frame, robust and hardy, feels indeed 

The piercing cold, but feels it unimpair'd. 

The leam*d finger never need explore 

Thy vig^ns pulse ; and the unhealthful east. 

That breathes the spleen, and searches every bone 

Of the infirm, is wholesome air to thee. 

Thy days roll on exempt from household care; 

Thy wag^^on is thy wife ; and the poor beasts 

That dxag the dull companion to and fro. 

Thine helpless charge, dependant on thy care. 

Ah treat them kindly 1 rude as thou appcar'st, 

Tet show that thou hast mercy ! which the great, 

With needless hurry whirl'd from place to place. 

Humane as they would seem, not always show. 

Poor, yet industrious, modest, quiet, neat. 
Such <daim compassion in a night like this. 
And have a fiiend in every feeling heart. 
Warm'd, while it lasts, by labour, all day long 
Th^ brave the season, and yet find at eve, 
111 clad, and fed but sparely, time to cool. 
The flrugal housewife trembles when she lights 
Her scanty stock of brushwood, blazing clear. 
But dying soon, like all terrestrial joys. 
The few small embers left, she uui%e% n«€S^ 
And, while her infant race, with otoXs^T^AdiYuBsA^ 
And crowded knees sit coweiVns o*«c \Xke«^«a^^« 
•Retire^ content to quake, bo tkiej >a« ^wns:^- 
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The DiHi frel* leut. M more iniiTV tbui lbs 
To irtnter, and Uie current in Ui Tctau 
More trMb mor-d bj bl* sevenr toU i 
Yet be t»ii>dt hli dWn dlttreu tn tbtin. 


The taper won eMJototah'd, which I nw 
Suieled olont it the cold Anger's end 
Joht when the d«y decbn'd ; «nd the brown 1 
LodE'd on the tbelf, haU-eaten without uuce 
Of tWtf cheese, or butler, costUer itlll ; 


Sleep seems Ibeii only refuge : tnr, slu, 



TherugEed frowns snd Insolent rebnlft 
or liiiavcs in office, partial in the work 






Tbelr long comijlalnts, ts >eU-tnIkicUA wo \ 
Ttie elTbct of laiiness or aottitb wute. 
'owgotm ae uishtl; tliiet pirmllnB »i««A 
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For plander ; mach solicitoas bow best 

Ho may compensate for a day of slotb 

^ works of darkness and nocturnal wrong:. 

Wo to tbe gard*Der*s pale, tbe farmer's bedpre, 

Flash'd neatly, and secur'd with driven stakes 

Deep in the loamy bank. Uptom by strength, 

ResUtless in so bad a cause, but lame 

Tb better deeds, he bundles up the spoil. 

An ass's burden, and, when laden most 

And heaviest, light of foot, steals fast away. 

Nor does the boarded hovel better guard 

Tbe weU>stack*d pile of riven logs and roots 

Vraok his pernicious force. Nor will he leave 

UnwrenchM the door, however well secur'd. 

Where Chanticleer amidst his haram sleeps 

In unsuspected pomp. 'Twitch 'd from the perch. 

He gives the princely bird, with all his wives, 

To £iM ▼(Mradous bag, struggling in vain. 

And loudly wond'ring at the sudden change 

Nor ttiis to feed his own. 'Twere some excuse. 

Did ^tj of their sufTrings warp aside 

His principle, and tempt him into sin 

VoT their support, so destitute. But they 

Neglected pine at home ; themselves, as more 

Expos'd than others, with less scruple made 

His victims, robb'd of their defenceless all. 

Cruel is all he does. *Tis quenchless thirst 

Of ruinous ebriety, that prompts 

His every action, and imbrutes the man. 

O for a law to noose the villain's neck. 

Who starves his own ; who persecutes the blood 

He gave them in his children's veins, and hates 

And wrongs the woman he has sworn to love 1 

Pass where we may, through city or through town, 
Village or hamlet, of this merry land. 
Though lean and beggrar'd, every twentieth pace 
Conducts th* unguarded nose to such a whiff 
Of stale debauch, forth issuing from the styes 
That Law has licens'd, as makes Temp'rance reel. 
There sit, involv'd and lost in curling clouds 
Of Indian fume, and guzzling deep, the boor. 
The lackey, and the groom : the craftsman there 
Takes a Lethean leave of all his toVi\ 
Smith, cobler, joiner, he that pWes tVie Avevn, 
Aud be that kneads the dougYi ', s^ Yo^d «2t\>i^e« 
AJl learned, and aU drunk I tlie tkddle «cx«axDA 
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Faintive and pitcons, as it wept and wailed 

Its wafted tones and harmony anlieard : 

Fierce the dispute whate*er the tlieme; while sbe^ 

Fell Discord, arbitress of such debate. 

Perched on the sign-post, holds with even haad 

Ilcr undecisive scales. In this she lays 

A weight of ignorance ; in that, of piide ; 

And smiles delighted with th' eternal pdse. 

Dire is the flrequent curse, and its twin sound. 

The cheek-distending oath, not to be pnda'd 

As ornamental, musical, polite. 

Like those which modem senators employ, 

"^ hose oath is rhet'ric, and who swear for Came ! 

Behold the schools in which plebeian minds. 

Once simple, are initiated in arts 

l^'hich some may practice with politer graces 

But none with readier skill ! — 'tis here th^ learn 

The road that leads from competence and peace 

To indigence and rapine ; till at last 

Society, grown weary of the load. 

Shakes her encuniber'd lap, and casts tticm ouL 

But censure profits little ; vahi th' attempt 

To advertise in verse a public pest. 

That, Uke the filth with which the peasant feeds 

Ills hungry acres, stinks, and is oi use. 

Th' excise is fattcn'd with the rich result 

Of all this riot : and ten thousand casks. 

For ever dribbling out their base contents, 

Touch'd by the Midas finger of the state, 

IHecd gold fi)r ministers to sport away. 

Drink, and be mad then ; 'lis your country bido ! 

Gloriously drunk ()l>ey th* imiK>rtant call I 

Her cause demands th' assistance of your throatis 

Ye all can swallow, and she asks no more. 

Would I had fallen upon those happier days. 
That poets celebrate ; tliose grdden times. 
And those Arcadian scenes tliat Maro sings. 
And Sidney, warbler of poetic prohe. 
Nymphs were Dianas then, and swidns bad hearts 
That felt their virtues : Innocence, it seems, 
From courts dismiss'd, found shelter in the groves | 
The footsteps of Simplicity, iropressM 
Upon the yielding herbage, (so they sink) 
Ijbcn were not all effoc'd *. XXven «pc«cXi\M«M^ 
And manners profligate, vrero taxeVl loran^ 
Obaerv'd as prodigieB, and aooa tttiiitaft ^ 
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Vain wish ! those dayi were never : airy clreafera 

Sat f<Mr the picture : and the poet*8 hand, 

Impartinfr sabstance to an empty shade, 

Iinpo6*d a gay delirium for a truth. 

Grant it : I still must enyy them an age. 

That fkTonr^d such a dream ; in days like these 

Impossible, when virtue is so scarce, 

That to suppose a scene whgre she presides, 

Is tramontane, and stumbles all belief. 

No : we are polish'd now. The rural la.ss, 

'Whom once her virgin modesty and grace. 

Her artless manners, and her neat alAire, 

So dignified, that she was hardly less 

Than the Cidr shepherdess of old romance* 

Is seen no more. The character is lost ! 

Her head adam'd with lappets pinn'd aloft. 

And ribands streaming gay, superbly rais'd. 

And magnified beyond all human size, 

Indebted to some smart wig- weaver's hand 

For more than half the tresses it sustains ) 

Her elbows rufBed, and her tott'ring form 

lU-proppM upon French heels ; she might be deetn*d 

(But that the basket dangling on her arm 

Interprets her more truly) of a rank 

Too proud for dairy-work, or sale of eggs. 

Expect her soon with foot-boy at her heels. 

No longo: blushing for her awkward load. 

Her tndn and her umbrella all her care ! 

The town has tinged the country ; and the stidn 
Appears a spot upon a vestal's robe. 
The worse for what it soils. The fashion runs 
Down into the scenes still rural ; but, alas. 
Scenes rardv grac*d with rural manners now ! 
Time was when in the pastoral retreat 
Th* unguarded door was safe ; men did not watch 
T* invade another's right, or guard their own. 
Then sleep was undisturb d by fear, unscarcd 
By drunken bowlings ; and the chilling tale 
Of midnight murder was a wonder heard 
With doubtftd credit, told to fiighten babes. 
But farewell now to unsuspicious nights, 
And slnmbers unalarm'd '. Now, ere you sleep, 
See that your poUsh'd arms be primeid with care. 
And drop the njgfatbolt ; mffiana axe &\)iioaA\ 
Aad the Ont Jaram ot the cock's atasili t\aoaX» 
May prove a trumpet, sammoiidng 700s w* 
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To horrid sounds of hostile feet within. 
Even daylight has its dangers ; and the walk 
Through pathless wastes and woods, unconscious once 
Of other tenants than melodious hirds. 
Or harmless flocks, is hazardous and bold. 
Lamented change ! to which full many a eansc 
Inveterate, hopeless of a cure, conspires. 
The course of human things from good or ill. 
From ill to worse, is fatal, never fails. 
Increase of power begets increase of wealth } 
Wealth luxury, and luxury excess : 
Excess the scrofulous and itchy plague 
That seizes first the opulent, descends 
To the next rank contagious, and in time 
Taints downward all the graduated scale 
Of order, from the chariot to the plough. 
The rich, and they that have an arm to check 
The licence of the lowest in degree, 
Desert their office ; and themselves intent 
On pleasure, haunt the capital, and thus 
To all the violence of lawless hands 
Resign the scenes their presence might protect. 
Authority herself not seldom sleeps. 
Though resident and witness of the wrong. 
The plump convivial parson often bears 
The magisterial sword in vain, and lays 
His rev'rence and his worship both to rest 
On the same cushion of habitual sloth. 
Perhaps timidity restrains his arm ; 
When he should strike he trembles, and sets tree. 
Himself enslaved by terror of the band, 
Th* audacious convict, whom he dares not bind. 
Perhaps, though by profession ghostly pure. 
He too may have his vice, and someUmes prove 
Less dainty than becomes his grave outside 
In lucrative concerns. Examine well 
His mij^-white hand : the palm is hardly clean- 
But here and there an ugly smutch appears. 
Foh 1 'twas a bribe that left it : he has toach'd 
Corruption. Whoso seeks an audit here 
Propitious, pays his tribute, game or fish. 
Wild foul or venison ; and his errand speeds. 
Bat foster far, and more than all the rest, 

A noble cause, which none, wYio ^Msn «i «\^k 

Of public virtue, ever wisVd tcuvoVA, 
Works the deplor'd and m\&chV,evo\]a«Bftc^. 
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*ns universal soldiership has stabb'd 
The heart of merit hi the meaner class. 
Anns, through the vanity and brainless rage 
Of those that bear them, iu whatever cause. 
Seem most at variance with all moral g^ood, 
And incomx»atible with serious thought. 
The clown, the child of nature, without guile. 
Blessed with an in&nt's ignorance of all 
But his own simple pleasures ; now and then 
A wrestling match, a foot-race, or a fair ) 
Is balloted, and trembles at the news ; 
Sheepish he doffs his hat, and mumbling swears 
A bible-oath to be whate'cr they please, 
Tb do he knows not what. The task perform*d. 
That instant he becomes the sergeant's care. 
His pupil, and his torment, and his jest. 
His awkward gait, his introverted toes. 
Bent knees, round shoulders, and dejected looks, 
Frocore him many a curse. By slow degreeii, 
Uniq)t to learn, and form'd of stubborn stuff. 
He yet by slow degrees puts off himself. 
Grows coDScioas of a change, and Ukcs it well ; 
He stands erect j his slouch becomes a walk ; 
He steps right onward, martial in his air. 
His form and movement ; is as smart above 
As meal and larded locks can make him ; wears 
His hat, or his plum'd helmet, with a grace ; 
And, his three years of hero-ship expir'd. 
Returns iudigrnant to the slighted plough. 
He hates the field, in which no fife or drum 
Attends him ; drives ills cattle to a march : 
And sighs for the smart comrades he has left. 
'Twere wdl if his exterior change were all — 
But with his clumsy port the wretch has lest 
His ignorance and harmless manners too. 
To swear, to game, to drink ; to show at home. 
By lewdness, idleness, and Sabbath-breach, 
The great proficiency he made abroad ; 
T* astonish and to grieve his gazing friends 
To break some maiden's and his mother's heart ; 
ro be a pest where he was useful once ; 
\xe his sole aim, and all his glory now. 
Man in society is like a flower 
lown In its native bed : 'tis there alone 
is facaltiea, expanded in full bloom, 
Oie out / there only reach tbeix propet \\9«. 
man, associated and leagu'd wiUi tsvtux 
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By legal warrant, or 8df-join*d by bond 

For interest-sake, or swarming into clans 

Beneath one head, for purposes of war. 

Like flowers selected from the rest, and bomid 

And bundled close to fill some crowded vase. 

Fades rapidly, and by compression marr'd. 

Contracts defilement not to be endmr*d. 

Hence charter*d boroaghs are sach public plagaca. 

And burghers, men immaculate perhaps 

In all their private functions, once combin*d. 

Become a loathsome body, only fit 

For dissolution, hurtful to the main. 

Hence merchants, unimpeachable of sin 

Against the charities eft domestic life. 

Incorporated, seem at once to loose 

Their nature ; and, disclaiming all regard 

For mercy and the common rights at man. 

Build factories with blood, conducting trade 

At the sword's point, and dyeing the white robe 

Of innocent commercial Justice red. 

Hence too the field of glory, as the world 

Misdeems it, dazzling in its bright array, 

With all its majesty of thund'ring pomp. 

Enchanting music, and immortal wreaths, 

Is but a school, where thoughtlessness is tanght 

On principle, where foppery atones 

For folly, gallantly for every vice. 

But slighted as it is, and by the great 
Abandon'd, and, which still 1 more regret, 
Infected with the manners and the modes 
It knew not once, the country wins me still. 
I never fram'd a vrish, or form'd a plan. 
That flatter'd me with hopes of earthly bliss. 
But there I laid the scene. There early strayed 
My fancy, ere yet liberty of choice 
Had found me, or the hope of being free. 
My very dreams were rural ; rural too 
The flrst-bom eflbrts of my youthful muse. 
Sportive and jingling her poetic bells. 
Ere yet her ear was mistress of their powers. 
No bard could please me but whose lyre was tnned 
TO Nature's praises. Heroes and their feata 
Fatigru*d me, never weary bf the pipe 
Of Tftyras, ASsembUng, aa be 8SiXiC« 
Tbe mstic throng beiiealbYi \na law'iSte "Vsftwii* 
Then Milton had indeed a poe^'a cYk»r(cA\ 
^ew to my taste his ParaAVae %\«vw*''^ - 
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The stragerling eflbrts of my boyish tongue. 
To speak its excellence. I danc'd for Joy, 
I marvell'd mucb, that, at so ripe an ae:e 
As twice seven years, bis beauties bad then first 
Engrag'd mv wonder ; and admiring still. 
And still admiring, with regret sappos*d 
The Joy half lost, because not sooner found. 
There too enamour'd of the life I lov'd. 
Pathetic in its praise, in its pursuit 
Determin'd, and possessing it at last 
With transports, such as favour'd lovers feel, 
1 studied, priz'd, and wish'd that I bad known 
Ingenious Cowley ! and, though now rcclaiin'd 
By modem lights from an erroneous taste, 
1 cannot bat lament tby splendid wit 
Entangled in the cobwebs of the schools. 
I still revere thee, courtly, though retir'd ! 
Though stretch'd at ease in Chertsey's silent borers 
Not nnemploy'd ; and finding rich amends 
For a lost world in solitude and verse. 
Tie bom with all : the love of Nature's works 
Is an ingredient in the compound man, 
Infos'd at the creation of the kind. 
And, though th' Almighty Maker has throughout 
Discrimini^ed each from each, by strokes 
And touches of his hsmd, with so much art 
Divorsified, that two were never found 
Tvrins at all points — yet this obtains in all« 
That all discern a beauty in his works. 
And all can taste them : minds, that have been form*d 
And tutor*d, with a relish more exact. 
But none without some relish, none unmov'd. 
Tt ia a Ibime that dies not even there ; 
Where nothing feeds it : neither business, crowds, 
Nor habits of luxurious city life. 
Whatever dse they smother of true worth 
In human bosoms, quench it c»r abate. 
The villat with which London stands begirt. 
Like a swarth Indian with his belt of b^ids. 
Prove it. A breath of unadult*rate air. 
The glimpse of a green pasture, how they cheer 
The citizen, and brace his languid frame! 
Even in the stifling bosom of the towu 
A garden, in which nothing thrWea, \Aa c\ax\xA, 
That soothes the rich possesser •, imxcYi cox^aoY^, 
That here and there some sprlga ot mo\«ni\)\ \sxwA> 
Of nigbtahade, or valerian, grace tYie viaSi 
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He cultivates. These serve him with a hint* 

That Nature lives ; that sight-refireshing green 

Is still the liv'ry she delights to wear» 

Though sickly samples of th* exuh'raut whole. 

What are the casements lin'd with creeping herbs» 

The prouder sashes fronted with a range I 

Of orange, myrtle, or the fragrant weed, | 

The Frenchman's darling ?* are they not all proofs I 

That man, immur*d in cities, still retains 

His inborn inextinguishable thirst 

Of rural sceuesj compensating his loss 

By supplemental shifts, the best he may f 

The most unfumish'd with the means of lire. 

And they, that never pass their brick- wall bounds. 

To range the fields, and treat their lungs with air. 

Yet feel the burning instinct : over head 

Suspend their crazy boxes, planted thick 

And water'd duly. There the pitcher stands 

A fragment, and the spoutless tea-pot there} 

Sad witnesses how close-pent man regrets 

The country,* with what ardour he contrives 

A peep at Nature, when he can no more. 

Hail, therefore, patroness of health and ease. 
And contemplation, heart-consoling joys. 
And harmless pleasures, in the throng*d abode 
Of multitudes unknown j hail, rural life ; 
Address himself who will to the pursuit 
Of honours, or emolument, or fame ! 
I shall not add myself to such a chase. 
Thwart his attempts, or envy his success. 
Some must be great. Great offices will have 
Great talents. And God gives to every man 
The virtue, temper, understanding, taste. 
That lifts him into life, and lets him fall 
Just in the niche he was ordain'd to fill. 
To the deliv'rer of an injur'd land 
He gives a tongue t' enlarge upon, a heart 
To feel, and courage to redress her vnrongs i 
To monarchs dignity ; to judges sense j 
To artists ingenuity and skill ; 
To me, an unambitious mind, content 
In the low vale of life, that early felt 
A wish for ease and leisure, and ere long 
Found here that leisure and tha^ e«M \ Nt^3^'<3u 
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BOOK V. 
THE WINTER MORNING WALK. 
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A ttoniy inoral«fr.*.-The foddering of cuttle.— The woodman nnd *«•• 
<log.>—TlMMaltr]r.*.-Whltnaical effrvta of ftwtata Maierlkll.-.-Tlie 
mnpre ■ of Biiei-ia'* palace of ioe.-.^mu8einenU of monarchs ...Wnr, 
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Tis mominff ; and the sun, with ruddy orb 
AaetnS&ng, flzvs th' horizon ; while the clouds. 
That crowd away before the driving: ^ind. 
More ardent as the disk emerges more. 
Resemble most some city in a blaze. 
Seen through the leafless wood. His slanting ray 
Slides ineffictual down the snowy vale. 
And, tfeDglng all with his own rosy hue. 
From every herb and every spiry blade 
Stretcdies a length of shadow o'er the field. 
Mine, spindling into longitude immense. 
In spAte of gravity and sage remark 
That I mys^ am but a fleeting sYiaAe, 
Frorokeg me to a smile. With eye aa'WaxkCA 

/ view the mascular proporUoned \\mb 

Timuafoem'd to a lean shank. TVie «btt^e<fi& \a^* 
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As tbey desiguM to mock me, at my side 
Take step for step ; and, as 1 near approach 
The cottage, walk along the plaster'd wall, 
Prepost'rous sight ! the legs without the mao. 
The verdure of the plain lies buried deep 
Beneath the dazzling deluge ; and the bents 
And coarser grass, upspcaring o*er the rest. 
Of late unsightly and nnsecn, now shine 
Conspicuous, and in bright apparel clad. 
And tledg'd with icy feathers, nod superb. 
The cattle mourn in comers where the fence 
Screens them, and seem half-petrified to sleep 
In unrecumbcnt sadness. There they wait 
Their wonted fodder ; not like hung'ring man. 
Fretful if unsupplied ; but silent meek, 
And patient of the slow-pac'd swain*s delay, 
lie from the stack carves out th' accustom'd load. 
Deep-plunging, and agaui deep-plunging c^ 
His broad keen knife into the solid mass : 
Smooth as a wall the upright remnant stands. 
With such undcviating and even force 
He severs it away : no needless care. 
Lest storms should overset the leaning pile 
Deciduous, or its own unbalanc'd weight. 
Forth goes the woodman, leaving unconcem'd 
The cheerful haunts of man ; to wield the axe. 
And drive the wedge in yonder forest drear, 
From morn to eve, his solitary task. 
Shaggy, and lean, and shrewd, with pointed ears, 
And tall cropp'd short, half lurcher and half cur. 
His dog attends him. Close behind his heel 
Kow creeps he slow ; and now, with many a Msk 
Wide-scamp'ring, snatches up the drifted snow 
With iv'ry teeth, or ploughs it with his snout; 
Then shakes his powderM coat, and barks for joy. 
Heedless of all his pranks, the sturdy churl 
Moves right toward the mark ; nor stops for ought. 
But now and then with pressure of bis thumb 
T' adjust the fragrant charge of a short tube. 
That fumes beneath his nose : the trailing cloud 
Streams far behind him, scenting all the air. 
Now from the roost, or from the neighboring pale. 
Where, diligent to catch the first faint gleam 
Of smiling day, they gossip' d 8\de\>^ saAe, 

Come trooping at the housevrittf a vi«\\.Vn«i^\ caa. 

The featber'd tribes domestic. Hail ou yjva^* 
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And half on fbot, they brush the fleecy flood, 
Conscious and fearful of too deep a plunge. 
The sparrows peep, and quit the shelfruig eaves, 
To seize the fair occasion ; well they eye 
The scatter'd grain, and thievishly resolved 
T* escape th' impending famine, often scared. 
As oft return, a pert voracious kind. 
Clean riddance quickly made, one only care 
Remains to each, the search of sunny nook 
Or shed impervious to the blast. Resign'd 
Tb sad necessity, the cock foregoes 
His wonted strut ; and, wading at their head 
With well-consider'd steps, seems to resent 
His alter'd gait and stateliness retrench'd. 
How find the myriads, that in summer cheer 
The hills and valleys with their ceaseless songs. 
Due sustenance, or where subsist they now ? 
Earth yields them nought ; th' imprison'd worm is safe 
Beneaui the frozen clod ; all seeds of herbs 
lite coyer*d close ; and berry-bearing thorns. 
That feed the thrush (whatever some suppose), 
Aflbrd the smaller minstrels no supply. 
The long protracted rigour of the year 
Thins all their num'rous flocks. In chinks and holea 
Ten thousand seek an unmolested end. 
As instinct prompts ; self-buried ere they die. 
The very rooks and daws forsake the fields. 
Where neither grub, nor root, nor earth-nut, now 
Repays their labour more ; and perch'd aloft 
By the wayside, or stalking in the path. 
Lean pensioners upon the traveller's track, 
Pick up their nauseous dole, though sweet to thcni. 
Of voided pulse or half-digested grain. 
The streams are lost amid the splendid blank, 
O'erwh^ming all distinction. On the flood. 
Indurated and flx'd, the snowy weight 
lies undissolv'd ; while silently beneath 
And unpcrceiv'd, the current steals away. 
Not so where scornful of a check, it leaps 
The mlUdam, dashes on the restless wheel. 
And wantons in the pebbly gulf below ; 
No firost can bind it there ; its utmost force 
Can but arrest the light and smok'j xm^t, 
TbMt in its iaU the liquid sheet tY^xovift '<m\&A, 
And see where it has hung tV embTo\C«t*^Xrtavfc^ 
WJtb forms ao Farious* tbafc no poN««n o1 vcX«t 
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The pencil, or the pen, may trace the scene. 
Here glitt'ring turrets rise, upbcaming liigh 
(FantsuBtic misarrangement !) on the roof 
Large growth of what may seem the sparkling treca 
And shrubs of fairy land. The crystal drops. 
That trickle down the branches, fast congeal'd. 
Shoot into pillars of pellucid length, 
And prop the pile they but adorn'd before. 
Here grotto within grotto safe defies 
The sunbeam ; there, emboss'd and treUed wild. 
The growing wonder takes a thousand shapes 
Capricious, in which fancy seeks in vain 
The likeness of some object seen before. 
Thus Nature works as if to mock at Art, 
And in defiance of her rival powers ; 
By those fortuitous and random strokes 
Performing such inimitable feats. 
As she with all her rules can never reach. 
Less worthy of applause, though more admtar'dt 
Because a novelty, the work of man. 
Imperial mistress of the fur-clad Russ, 
Thy most magnificent and mighty £reak. 
The wonder of the North. No forest fell. 
When thou wouldst build ; no quarry sent its stores 
T' enrich thy walls : but thon didst hew the floods. 
And make thy marble of the glassy wave. 
In such a palace Aristceus found 
Cyrene, when he bore the plaintive tale 
Of his lost bees to her maternal ear ) 
In such a palace Poetry might place 
The armoury of Winter where his troops. 
The gloomy clouds, find weapons, arro^ sleet. 
Skin-piercing volley, blossom -bruising hail. 
And snow that often blinds the traveller's course. 
And wraps him in an unexpected tomb. 
Silently as a dream the fabric rose ; 
No sound of hammer or of saw was there t 
Ice upon ice, the well adjusted parts 
Were soon coi^oin*d, nor other cement ask*d 
Than water interfused to make them one. 
Lamps gracefully dispos'd, and of all hues. 
Illumined every side ; a wat'ry light 
Gleam*d through the clear transparency, that seem*d 
Another moon new risen, ox meteot falL'u 
From Heaven to Earth, of laxnbeut t^axcve %««s\fc« 
£fo Btood the brittle prodigy \ tkougYi «xaoo\>i 
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And sUn^erj ibe materials, yet frost-bound. 

Firm as a rock. Nor wanted anght within. 

That royal residence might well befit, 

For ciandear or for use. Long wavy wreaths 

Of flowers that fear*d no enemy but warmth, 

Blosh'd on the pannels. Biirror needed none 

Where all was vitreoas ; bat in order dae 

Convivial table and commodious seat 

(What seem'd at least commodious seat) were there ) 

86t9^ and ooucb, and high-built throne august. 

T%e same lubricity was found in ail, 

iUid all was moist to the warm touch ; a scene 

Of evanescent glory, once a stream. 

And socm to slide into a stream again. 

Alas ! twas but a mortifying strolce 

Of mndesign'd severity, that glanc'd 

fMade by a monarch) on her own estate. 

On human grandeur and the courts of Icings 

Twas transient in its nature, as in show 

Twas durable t as worthless, as it seem'd 

Intrinsically precious) to the foot 

Treach'rous and false ; it smiled, and it was cold. 

Great princes have great playthings. Some have play *d 
At hewing mountains into men, and some 
At buildiDg human wonders mountain-high. 
Some have amused the dull, sad years of life, 
(Life spent in indolence, and therefore sad). 
With schemes of monumental fame ; and sought 
By pyramids and mausolean pomp, 
Shcort-liv'd themselves, t' immortalize their bones. 
Some seek diversion in the tented field. 
And make the sorrows of mankind their sport. 
But war's a game which, were their subjects wise. 
Kings would not play at. Nations would do well 
T* extort their truncheons from the puny hands 
Of heroes, whose infirm and baby minds 
Are gratified with mischief; and who spoil. 
Because men suffer it, their toy, the World. 

When Babel was confounded and the great 
Confederacy of projectors wild and vain. 
Was spilt into diversity of tongues. 
Then, as a shepherd separates his flock. 
These to the upland, to the valley tVio«e, 
God dnve asunder, and aasisu^^ \^Yv«\t \ot 
To all the nations. Ample was V\ie X^qqtw 
Be ^ve them in its dlBtTibuUoxL l9AS 
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And equal ; and he bade them dwell in peace. 
Peace was a while their care ; they plouph'd and aow'd. 
And reap'd their plenty without gnidge or strife. 
But violence can never longer sleep 
Tlian human passions please. In every heart 
Are sown the sparks that kindle flery war ; 
Occasion needs but fan them, and they bULze. 
Cain had already shed a brother's blood : 
The deluge wash'dit out; but left unquench*d 
The seeds of murder in the breast of man. 
Soon by a righteous judgment in the line 
Of his descending progeny, was found 
The first artificer of death ; the shrewd 
Contriver, who first sweated at the forge, 
And forc'd the blunt and yet unbloodied steel 
To a keen edge, and mode it bright for war. 
Him, Tubal uam*d, the Vulcan of old times, 
Tlie sword and falchion their inventer claim } 
And the first smith was the first murd'rer's son. 
His art surviv'd the waters ; and ere long. 
When man was multiplied and spread abroad 
In tribes and clans, and had begun to call 
These meadows and that range of hills his own. 
The tasted sweets of property begat 
Desire of more, and industry in some, 
T* improve and cultivate their just demesne, 
Made others covet what they saw so fair. 
Thus war began on earth ; these fought for spoil. 
And those in self-defcitce. Savage at first 
The onset, and irregular. At length 
One eminent above the rest for strength. 
For stratagem, for courage, or for all. 
Was chosen leader ; him they serv'd in war. 
And him in peace, for sake of warUke deeds 
Keverenc*d no less. Who could with him compare P 
Or who so worthy to control themselves. 
As he whose prowess had subdu'd their foes f 
Thus war, affording field for the display 
Of virtue, made one chief, whom times of peace. 
Which have their exigencies too, and call 
For skill in government, at length made king. 
King was a name too proud for man to wear 
With modesty and meekness ; and the crown. 
So dazzling in their eyes who aet it. oxi« 
IVaa sure V intoxicate the btow« \.\.\»^ojdA. 
It ia the abject property of moat. 
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That, beingr parc^ of the common mass, 
And destitute of means to raise themsdves, 
They sink, and settle lower than th^ need. 
They know not what it is to feel within 
A comprehensive faculty, that grasps 
Great purposes with ease, that turns and wields. 
Almost without an effort, plans too vast 
For their conception, which they cannot move. 
Conscious of impotence they soon grow drunk 
With gazing:, when they see an able man 
Step forth to notice ; and, besotted thus. 
Build him a pedestal, and say, " Stand there 
And be our sbdmiration and our praise." 
They roll themselves before him in the dust. 
Then most deserving in their own account, 
"When most extravagant in his applause. 
As if exalthig him they rais'd themselves. 
Thus by d^^rees, self-cheated of their sound 
And sober judgment, that he is but man, 
Tliey demi- deify and fume him so. 
That in due seascm he forgets it too. 
Inflated and astrut with self-conceit. 
He gulps the windy diet ; and ere long. 
Adopting their mistake, iu*ofoundly thinks 
The Worid was made in vain, if not for him. 
ThencefOTih they are his cattle ; drudges bom 
To bear his burdens, drawing in his gears. 
And sweating in his service, him caprice 
Becomes the soul that animates them all. 
He deems a thousand, or ten thousand lives, 
Spent in the purchase of renown for him. 
An easy reck'nuig ; and they think the same. 
Thus kings were first invented, and thus kings 
Were bumish'd into heroes, and became 
The arbftbers of this terraqueous swamp ; 
Storks among frogs, that have but croak'd and died. 
Strange that such folly, as lifts bloated man 
To eminence fit only for a god. 
Should ever drivel out of human lips, 
£'en in the cradled weakness of the World ; 
Still stTM^er much, that when at length mankind 
Had reach'd the sinewy firmness of their youth. 
And could discriminate and argue well 
On 9oliect8 more mysterious, they viet« 'S«X> J 

Babes in the cause of freedom, stiwai «VvQa\>\.l«» 1 

And quake before the gods ihemwi\Nfca\i«A Ta»»ft''> ^ 
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But above measure straiigrc, that neither pro 
Of sad experience, nor examples set 
By some whose patriot virtue has prevail' d. 
Can even now, when they are grown mature 
In wisdom, and with philosophic deeds 
Familiar, serve t* emancipate the rest ! 
Such dupes are men to custom, and so pron 
To rev'rencc what is ancient, and can plead 
A course of long observance for its use, 
That even servitude, the worst of ills. 
Because deliver'd down from sire to son, 
Is kept and guarded as a sacred thing. 
But is it fit, or can it bear the shock 
Of rational discussion, that a man 
Compounded and made up like other men 
Of elements tumultuous, in whom lust 
And folly in as ample measure meet. 
As in the bosoms of the slaves he rules* 
Should be a despot absolute, and boast 
Himself the only freemaa of his land ! 
Should when he pleases, and on whom he vi 
"Wage war, with any or with no pretence 
Of provocation given, or wrong sustain'd. 
And force the beggarly last doit, by means 
That his own humour dictates, from the ck 
Of Poverty, that thus he may procure 
His thousands, weary of penurious life, 
A splendid opportunity to die P 
Say ye, who (with less prudence than of old 
Jotham ascrib'd to his assembled trees 
In politic convention) put your trust 
r th' shadow of a bramble, and reclin'd 
In fancied peace beneath bis dang'rous bran 
R^oice in him, and celebrate his sway, 
Were find ye passive fortitude ? Whence spi 
Your self-denying zeal, that holds it good. 
To stroke the prickly grievance, and to han{ 
His thorns with streamers of continue! prai» 
We too are firiends to loyalty. We love 
The king who loves the law, respect his boi 
And reigns content within them : him we sf 
Freely and with delight, who leaves as flree 
Bat recollecting still that he is man. 
We trast him not too fax. liLiivs t\io\)L%\iYNS 
And king in Exig^land too, be may \m n««»)k 
And vain enoug*!! to be axnbvUoua «\\Sl*, 
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May exercise amiss his proper powers. 
Or covet more than freemen choose to g^rant : 
Bejond that mark is treason. He is ours, 
T* administer, to gruard, t' adorn the state. 
But not to warp or change it. We are his, 
To serre him nobly in the common cause. 
True to the death, but not to be his slaves. 
Marie now the dififrence, ye that boast your love 
Of kings, between your loyalty and ours. 
We love the man, the paltry pageant you : 
We the chief patron of the commonwealth, 
Ton the regardless author of its woes : 
We for the sake of liberty a king. 
Yon chiUns and bondage for a tyrant's sake, 
Oar love is principle, and has its root 
In reason, is Judicious, manly, free ; 
Yours, a blind instinct, crouches to the rod. 
And neks the foot that treads it in the dust. 
Were kingship as larue treasure as it seems, 
Steriing, and worthy of a wise ipan's wish, 
I would not be a king to be belov'd 
Canaeless, and daub'd with undisceming prtdsc. 
Where love is mere attachment to the throne. 
Not to the man, who fills it as he ought. 

Whose freedom is by suCTrance, and at will 
Of a superior, he is never free. 
Who lives, and is not weary of a life 
EsqpNDs'd to manacles, deserves them well. 
The state, that strives for liberty, though foird. 
And forc'd t* abandon what she bravely sought. 
Deserves at least applause for her attempt, 
And pity for her loss. But that* s a cause 
Not often misuccessful : power usurped 
Is weakness when oppos'd ; by conscious of wrong. 
Til pforillanimoas and prone to flight. 
But slaves, that once conceive the glowing thoqght 
Of freedom, in that hope itself possess 
All that the contest calls for } spirit, strength, 
The soom of danger, and united hearts : 
The rarest presage of t^e good they se^.* 

Then shame to manhood, and opprobrious more 
To Fraaoe than all her losses and defeats, 

• TlM ntber booM that he »\ia\l nolV* oetiww^lw wcwwrn 

wnrtnth ujHm to JotoreaUDg a Mi\]|)eet. He \% «««*^»*'^^*x2Sr^!^m 

mo tOubloMbh rostigmXtite Buch tcnt\TOWt%«ktio>a%V«tJJw^^2^ 

deebunmtioaj b«t it 1« an Ul tymptom, •»*! pwwiKM Ukinaftw^^M**^ 
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Old or of later date, by sea or land, 
Her hoDse ot bondage, worse than that of 
Wbicb God aveng*d on Pbaraob— the Basti 
Ye horrid towers, th* abode of broken hear 
Ye dungeons and ye cages of despidr. 
That monarchs have supplied fkom age to b 
With music, such as suits their sov*reign ei 
The sighs and groans of miserable men I 
There's not an English heart that would nc 
To hear that ye were fallen at last ; to knc 
That even our enemies, so oft employed 
In forging chains for us, themselves were f 
For he who values Liberty, confines 
His seal for her predominance within 
No narrow bounds ; her cause engages him 
Wherever pleaded. Tin the cause of man. 
There dwell the most forlorn of human kin 
Immur*d though nnaccus'd, condemned nut 
Cruelly spar'd, and hopeless of escape. 
There, like the visionary emblem seen 
By him of Babylon, life stands a stump, 
And, ftllettcd about with hopes of brass, 
Still lives, though all his pleasant boughs ai 
To count the ho<ir-bcU and expect no chonf 
And ever, as the sullen sound was heard. 
Still to reflect, that, though a Joyless note 
To him, whose moments all have one dull p 
Ten thousand rovers in the world at large 
Account it music ; that it summons some 
To theatre, or jocund feast, or ball ; 
Tlie weary hireling finds it a release 
From labour ; and the lover, who has chid 
Its long delay, feels every welcome stroke 
Upon his heart-strings, trembling with dclig 
To fly for refuge firom distracting thought 
TO such amusements as ingenious woe 
Contrives, hard shifting, and without her to 
To read engraven on the mouldy walls. 
In staggering types, his predecessor's tale, 
A sad memorial, and subjoin his own — 
TO turn purveyor to an overgorg'd 
And bloated spider, till the pamper*d pest 
Im made familiar, watches his approach, 
Cbtnes at his call, and aerves YkVca.taK ^itAeo 
Tu wear out time in numViYnc \Ak «eA ts« 
The studs, that thick cm\K»» X»i*Vv5ia«« 
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Ttaea downward and then upward, then aslant 

And fb«n alternate ; with a sickly hope 

By dint of chanf^ to give his tasteless task 

Some relish ; till the sum, exactly found 

In all directions, he begins ag^ain— 

Oh comfortless existence ! hemm'd around 

WiXb woes, which who that suflfers would not kneel 

And beg for exile, or the pangs of death > 

Tbat man should thus encroach on fellow man, 

AbrMge him of his Just and native jrights. 

Eradicate him, tear him flrom his hold 

Upon th' endearments of domestic life 

And social, nip his fruitfulness and use. 

And doom him, for perhaps a heedless word, 

To barrenness, and solitude, and tears. 

Mores indignation, makes the name of king 

(Of king whom such prerogative can please) 

As dreadful as the Manichean god, 

Adoi^d through fear, strong only to destroy. 

TIs liberty alone that gives the flower 
Of fleeting life its lustre and perfume ; 
And we are weeds without it. All constraint, 
Except what wisdom lays on evil men, 
Is evU : hurts the faculties, impedes 
Tbetr progress in the road of science : blinds 
Tbe eyesight of Discovery ; and begets. 
In those &at suffer it, a sordid mind, 
Bestial, a meagre intellect, unfit 
To be the tenant of man's noble form. 
Thee therefore still, blameworthy as thou art, 
Vlith all thy loss of empire, and though squccz'd 
By public exigence, till annual food 
Fails for the craving hunger of the state. 
Thee I account still happy, and the chief 
Among the nations, seeing thou art fk'ee. 
My OMfeiTe nook of earth * Thy clime is rude, 
Replete with vapours, and disposes much 
All hearts to sadness, and none more than muic : 
Thine unadult*rate manners are less soft 
And plausible than social life requires. 
And thou hast need of discipline and art. 
To give thee what politop France receives 
Flrom nature's bounty— that humane address 
And sweetness, without which no p\ea&\xs« Vs 
la convene, either starv'd by co\d teset\e,* 
Or aoHh'd with fierce dispute, a aeoACiieaa V>x;x'9i\ 
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• 
Beat bigfa within them at a mother's wrong; 
And, shining each in his domestic sphere. 
Shone Mghter still, once call'd to public view. 
Tis therefore many, whose seqaester'd lot 
Forbids their interference, looking on, 
Anticipate perforce some dire event ; 
And, S€«ing the old castle of the state, 
Tlutt piromis'd ontie more firmness, so assail'd. 
That all its tempest-beaten turrets shake. 
Stand motionless expectants of its fall. 
All has its date below } the fatal hour 
Was register'd in Heaven ere time began. 
We torn to dost, and all our mightiest works 
Die too : the decrp foundations that we lay, 
Time ploughs them up, and not a trace remains. 
We build with what we deem eternal rock : 
A distant age asks where the fabric stood ; 
And in the dust, sifted and scarchM iu vain, 
The undiscoverable secret sleeps. 

Bat there is yet a liberty, unsung 
By poets, and by senators unprais'd, 
Whteh monarchs cannot grant, nor all the powers 
Of earth and hell confed'rate, take away : 
A liber^, which persecution, firaud. 
Oppression, prisons, have no power to bind : 
Which whoso tastes can be enslaved no more. 
•Tls Uberl7 of heart deriv'd from Heaven, 
Bought with Uis blood, who gave it to mankhid, 
And 8^'d with the same token. It is held 
By charter, and that charter sanctioii'd sure 
By th* unimpeachable and awful oath 
And promise of a God. His other gitts 
All bear the royal stamp, that speaks them his. 
And are august; but this transcends tiicin all. 
His other works, the visible display 
or all-creating energy and might. 
Are grand no doubt, and worthy of the word. 
That, flncUng an interminable space 
Unoccupied, has fiU'd the void so well, 
And made so sparkling what was dark before. 
Bat these are not his glory. Man, 'tis true, 
Smit with the beauty of so fair a scene, 
Might well suppose, th' artificer dvv\x\e 
Meant it eterua.}, had he not bimseVt 
Fronoanc*d it transient, glorious a& \l \%« 
Ajid, atm designing a more glorious le^x. 
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Scriptore is still a trumpet to bis fears : 

What none can prove a forgery may be tme ; 

IVbat none bat bad men wish exploded mast. 

Tbat scruple checks him. Riot is not loud 

Nor drunk enoagh, to drown it. In the midst 

Of iMLghter his compunctions are sincere ; 

And he abhors the Jest by which he shines. 

Bemone begets reform. His master-lust 

fUls first before his resolute rebuke. 

And seems dethron'd and vanquish 'd. Peace mourns. 

But spurious and short-liv'd; the puny child 

Of 8^-eongratulatiog Pride, begrot 

(hi fiuicied Innocence. Again he falls, * 

And fights again; but finds his best essay 

A presage ominous, portending still 

Its own dishonour by a worse relapse. 

nil Nature, unavailing Nature, foil'd 

So oft, and wearied in the vain attempt, 

ScoOi at her own performance. Reason now 

Takes part with appetite, and pleads the cause 

Perver s ely, which of late she so condemned ; 

With shallow shifts and old devices, worn 

Ai^ tatter'd in the service of debauch. 

Covering his shame from his offended sight. 

** Hath God indeed given appetites to man. 
And stor'd the earth so plenteously with means 
To gratify the hunger of his wish ; 
And doth he reprotote, and will he damn 
The use of his own bounty ? making first 
So flrail a kind, and then enacting laws 
So strict, that less than perfect must despair? 
Falsehood I which whoso but suspects of truth. 
Dishonours God, and makes a slave of man. 
Do they themselves, who undertake for hire 
The teacher*s office, and dispense at large 
Thdr weekly dole of edifying strains, 
Attend to their own music P have they faith 
In what with such solemnily of tone 
And gesture they propound to our belief ? 
Ninr— conduct hath the loudest tongue. The voice 
la but an instrument, on which the priest 
May play what tune he pleases. In the deed. 
The unequivocal, authentic deed. 
We Und Bound argument, we VeaA t\ie Yvctvc^^^ 
8uA JVMonJngs (if that name mvxst Tveev\'a 
f eaKotcB in which reason bas bo piax.^ 
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Patriots have toil'd, and in their country's cause 
Bled nobly ; and their deeds, as they deserve, 
Receive proud recompense. We give in chargre - 
Thehr names to the sweet lyre. Th' historic muse. 
Proud of the treasure, marches with it down 
To latest times ; and Sculpture in her turn. 
Gives bond in stone, and ever-during brass 
To guird them, and t' immortalize her trust : 
But fairer wreaths are due, though never paid. 
To those who, posted at the shrine of 'lYutb, 
Have fallen in her defence. A patriot's blood. 
Well spent in such a strife, may earn indeed. 
And for a time ensure, to his lov'd land 
The sweets of liberty and equal laws : 
But martyrs struggle for a brighter prize, 
And win it with more pain. Their blood is shed 
In confirmation of the noblest claim. 
Our claim to feed upon immortal truths 
To walk with God, to be divinely free^ 
To soar, and to anticipate the skies. 
Yet few remember them. They hv'd unknown. 
Till Persecution dragg'd them mto fame. 
And chas'd them up to heaven, 'llieir ashes flew 
—No marble tells us whither^ With their names, 
No bard embalms and sanctifies his song : 
And history, so warm on meaner themes. 
Is cold on t)ii8. She execrates indeed 
The tyranny that doom'd them to the fire, 
But gives the glorious sufiTrers little praise.* 

He is the freeman, whom the truth makes free, 
And all are slaves beside. There's not a chain. 
That hellish foes, confed'rate for his harm. 
Can wind around him, but he casts it ofi*. 
With as much ease as Samson his green withes. 
He looks abroad into the varied field 
Of nature, and though poor perhaps, pompar'd 
With those whose mansions glitter in his sight, 
Csdls the deUghtful scenery aU his own. 
His are the mountains, and the valleys his. 
And the resplendent rivers : his t' eujoy 
With a propriety that none can feel, 
But who, with filial confidence inspir'd. 
Can lift to Heaven an unpresumptuou% e.^^. 
And BtnUing say, - ** My father made tYi^m «2B^^*^ 
Are tbejr not liia by a peculiar rigVvtt 

* See Hume. 



\ 



\ 



248 TIIE TASK. 

And by an ernphasis ot interest his, 
^'hose eye they fill with tears of h61y Joy, 
Whose heart with praise, and whose exalted mind 
With worthy thoughts of that unwearied love, 
.That plann*d, and built, and still upholds a world 
So doth'd with beauty for rebellious man ! 
Yes— ye may fill your gamers, ye that reap 
The loaded soil, and ye may waste much good 
In senseless riot ; but ye will not And 
In feast or in the chase, in song or dance, 
A liberty like his, who, unimpeach'd 
Of usurpation, and to no man's wrong. 
Appropriates nature as his Father's work. 
And as a richer use of yours than you. 
lie is indeed a Areeman, Free by birth 
Of no mean city ; plaim'd or ere the hills 
Were built, the fountains open'd, or the sea 
With all his roaring multitude of waves. 
His fireedom is the same in every state ; 
And no condition of this changeful life. 
So manif(rid in cares, whose every day 
Brings its own evil with it, makes it less : 
For he has wings, that neither sickness, pain. 
Nor penury, can cripple or confine. 
No nook so narrow bat he spreads them there 
With ease, and is at large. Th* oppressor holds 
His body bound, but knows not what a range 
His spirit takes, unconscious of a chain ; 
And that to bind him is a vain attempt. 
Whom God delights in, and in whom he dwells. 

Acquaint thyself with God, if thou wouldst taste 
His works, Admitted once to his embrace. 
Thou Shalt perceive that thou wert blind before : 
Thine ^e shall be instructed ; and thine heart 
Made pure, shall relish, with divine delight 
Till then unfelt, what hands divine have wrought. 
Brutes graze the mountain-top, with faces prone. 
And eyes intent upon the scanty herb 
It yields them ; or, recumbent on its brow. 
Ruminates heedless of the scene outspread 
Beneath, beyond, and stretching far away 
From inland regions to the distant main. 
Mad views it, and admires ; but rests content 
With what he views. Tbc lan^c^ve >cAa Y^ vbsIm* 
But not its Author. \]i\covicer\\*CL viYv«> IqudJ^ 
The PandiSQ he bccs, Ue tliviitt it. ^wcXi, 
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And, SQch vrell-pleased to find it, asks no more. 
Mot so the mind, that has been touch 'd fYom Heaven, 
And in the school of sacred wisdom taught 
To read his wonders, in whose thouglit the world. 
Fair as it is, existed ere it was. 
Not for its own sake merely, but for his 
Much more, who fashion'd it, he gives it praise : 
Praise that (h)m Earth resulting, as it ought, 
To Earth's acknowledged Sovereign, finds at once 
Its only just proprietor in Him. 
The soul that sees him, or receives sublim'd 
New faculties, or learus at least to employ 
More worthily the powers she own'd before. 
Discerns in all things what, with stupid gaze 
Of ignorance, till then she overlook 'd, 
A ray of heavenly light, gilding all forms 
Tenestrial in the vast and the minute ; 
The unambiguous footsteps of the God. 
Who gives its lustre to an insect's wing. 
And wheels his throne upon the rolling worlds. 
Much conversant with Heaven, she often holds 
With those fair ministers of light to man, 
That fill the skies nightly with silent pomp. 
Sweet conference. Inquires what strains were they 
With which Heaven rang, when every star in haste 
To gratulate the new created Earth, 
Sent forth a voice, and all the sons of God 
Shouted for joy, — "Tell me, ye shining hosts, 
Tlaat navigate a sea that knows no storms. 
Beneath a vault unsullied with a cloud, 
If from your elevation, whence ye view 
Distinctly, scenes invisible to man. 
And systems, of whose birth no tidings yet 
Have reach'd this nether world, yc spy a race 
Favour'd as ours ; transgressors from the womb. 
And basting to a grave, yet doom'd to rise. 
And to possess a brighter heaven than yours ? 
As one, who, long detained on foreign shores, - 
Pants to return, and when he sees afar 
His country's weathcr-blcach'd and batter'd rocks. 
From the green wave emerging, darts an eye 
Ra^tent with Joy towards the happy land : 
So I with animated hopes behold. 
And mutjasi aching wish, your beamy ^xes, 
Jbat show like beacons in the blue abys^, 
Ordain'd to guide the embodied spirit Yvome 
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From toilsome life to never-ending rest. 

Love kindles as I gaze. I feel desires. 

That give assurance of their own success, 

And that, infused from Heaven, must thither tend.*' 

So reads he nature, whom the lamp of truth 
niuminatcs. Thy lamp, mysterious word ! 
Which whoso sees, no longer wanders loBt» 
With intellects beroaz*d in endless douht. 
But runs the road of wisdom. Thou hast built 
With means, that were not till by thee employ*d. 
Worlds, that had never been, hadst thou in strength 
Been less, or less benevolent than strong. 
They are thy witnesses, who speak thy power 
And goodness in&nite, but speak in ears 
That hear not, or receive not their report 
In vain thy creatures testify of thee. 
Till thou proclidm thyself. Theirs is indeed 
A teaching voice ; but 'tis the praise of thine. 
That whom it teaches it makes prompt to learn. 
And with the boon gives talents for its use. 
Till thou art heard, imaginations vain 
Possess the heart, and fables false as Hell) 
Yet, deem'd oracular, lure down to death 
The uninform'd and heedless souls of men. 
We give to chance, blind chance, ourselves as blind. 
The glory of thy work ! which yet appears 
Perfect and unimpeachable of blame. 
Challenging human scrutiny, and proved 
Then skilful most when most severely Judged, 
But chance is not ; or is not where thou rc'ign*8t : 
Thy providence forbids that fickle power 
(If power she be, that works but to confound^ 
To mix her wild vagaries with thy laws. 
Yet thus we dote, refusing while we can 
Instruction, and inventing to ourselves 
Gods such as guilt makes welcome ; gods that sleep 
Or disregard our follies, or that sit 
Amus'd spectators of this bustling stage. 
Thee we reject, unable to abide 
Thy purity, till pure as thou art pure. 
Made such by thee, we love thee for that cause* 
For which we shunn'd and hated thee before. 
Then we are free. Then liberty, like day. 

Breaks on the soul, andb^ «L^a»\ittomU«»M«&. 

Fires all the faculties with ??\ot\o\\%\oi. 

A voice if heard, that moTtal eas%\icaa vwc»^ 
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Till thou hast touch them ; *tis the voice of song, 
A loud Hosanna sent from all thy works : 
Which he that hears it with a shout repeats, 
And adds his rapture to the general praise. 
In that bless'd moment Nature, throwing wide 
Her veil opaque, discloses with a smile 
The author of her beauties, who, retired 
Behind his own creation, works unseen 
By Uie impure, and hears his power denied. 
Thou art the source and centre of all minds, 
Thc^ only point of rest, eternal Word ! 
From ihee departing, they are lost, and rove 
At random without honour, hope, or peace. 
From thee is all that soothes the life of man. 
His high endeavour, and his glad success. 
His strength to suffer, and his will to serve. 
Bat O ! thou bounteous Giver of all good 
Thoa art of all thy gifts thyself the crown ! 
Give what thou canst, without thee we are poor} 
And with thee rich, take what thou wilt away. 
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Thrrr is in souls a sympathy with soundt. 
And as the mind is pitch'J, the ear is pleas'd 
With melting airs or martial, brisic or grave j 
Some chord in unison with what we hear 
Is touch*d within us, and the heart replies. 
How soft the music of those village bclU, 
Falling at intervals upon the ear 
In cadence sweet, now dying all away. 
Now pealing loud again, and louder still. 
Clear and sonorous, as the gale comes on I 
With easy force it opens all the cells 
Where Mem'ry slept. Wherever I have heard 
A kindred melody, the scene recurs. 
And with it all its pleasures and V\a v«^ws 
Bach comprehensive views t\\e «v^t Va2l«a 
That ill a few short momenta 1 tetracA 
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(As in a map the voyager his course) 

The windings of my way through many years. 

Short as in retrospect the Journey seems. 

It seem'd not always short ! the rugged path. 

And prospect oft so dreary and forlorn, 

Mov'd many a sigh at its disheartening length. 

Yet feeling present evils, while the past 

Faintly impress the mind, or not at all, 

Hoiw readily we wish time spent revoked, 

That we might try the ground again, where once 

(Through inexperience, as we now perceive) 

We miss'd that happiness we might have found I 

Some firiend is gone, perhaps his son's best friend, 

A father, whose authority, in show 

When most severe, and must'ring all its force, 

Was but the graver countenance of love ; 

Whose favour, like the clouds of spring, might lower. 

And atter now and then an awful voice. 

But had a blessing in itif darkest ftrown, 

Threat'ning at once and nourishing the plant. 

We lov*d, but not enough, the gentle hand 

That rear'd us. At a thoughtless age, allur'd 

By every gilded folly, we renounc'd 

His 8helt*ring side, and wilfully forewent 

That converse, which we now in vain regret. 

How gladly would the man recall to life 

The Ytay's neglected sire ! a mother too. 

That softer ftiend, perhaps more gladly still. 

Might he demand them at the gates of death. 

Sonows has, since they went, subdu'd and tam'd 

The playful humour ; luf could now endure, 

< Himself grown sober in the vale of tears) 

And feel a parent's presence no restraint. 

But not to understand a treasure's worth. 

Till time has stol'n away the slighted good. 

Is cause of half the poverty we feel, 

And makes the world the wilderness it is. 

The few that pray at all pray oft amiss. 

And, seeking grace f improve the prize they hold» 

Would urge a wiser suit than asking more. 

The night was winter in his rougiiest mood ; 
The mcHming sharp and clear. But now at noon 
Upon the southern side of the slaxvl Yv\\\«, 
And where the woods fence off tY\e Tvotl>a«rft.>AwX» 
Tlte season smiles, resigning all its roL^e, 
Aud has the warmth ot Mixy. lYic \au\\.Ss.\>\v» 
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Without a cloud, and white without a speck 
The dazzling splendour of the scene below. 
Again the harmony comes o'er the vale. 
And through the trees I view the embattled tower, 
Whence all the music. J again perceive 
The soothing influence of the wafted strains. 
And settle in soft musings as I tread 
The walk, still verdant, under oaks and eiros. 
Whose outspread branches overarch the glade. 
The roof, though moveable through all its lengthy 
As the wind sways it, has yet well suffic'd. 
And, intercepting in their silent fall 
The frequent flakes, has kept a path for roe. 
No noise is here or none that liinders thought. 
The redbreast warbles still, but is content 
With slender notes, and more than half snppresaM ; 
Pleas'd with his solitude, and flitting light 
FtMm spray to spray, where'er he rests he shakes 
From many a twig the pencTent drops of ice. 
That tinkle in the wlther'd leaves below. 
Stillness, accompanied with sounds so soft. 
Charms more than silence. Meditation here 
May think down hours to moments. Here the heart 
May give a useful lesson to the head. 
And Learning wisef grow without his books. 
Knowledge and Wisdom, far from being one, 
Have ofttimes no connexion. Knowledge dwells 
In heads replete with thoughts of other men j 
Wisdom in minds attentive to their own. 
Knowledge, a rude unprofltable mass. 
The mere materials with which wisdom builds, 
Till smooth'd and squar'd and fltted to its place. 
Does but encumber whom it seems f enrich. 
Knowledge is proud that he has leam'd so much j 
Wisdom is humble that he knows no more. 
Books are not seldom talismcn and spells,. 
By which the magic art of shrewder wits 
Holds an unthinking multitude enthrall'd. 
Some to the fascination of a name 
Surrender j udgment, hoodwink'd. Some the stjle 
Infatuates, and through labyrinths and wilds 
Of error leads them, by a tune entranc*d. 
While sloth seduces more, too vieaJk to bear 
The insupportable fatigue ot tYvow^\v\., 
And swallowing therefore yrtttvovxX. ^waafc esc cYk^ss^ 
The total grist unsifted, ViuaVa wi\^ «5i. 
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Bnt trees «nd rivulets, whose rapid course 

Defies the check of winter, haunts of deer. 

And sheep-walks populous with bleating lambs. 

And lanes, in which the primrose ere her time 

Peeps thro* the moss, that clothes the hawthorn root, 

Deceive no student. Wisdom there, the truth, 

Not shy, as in the world, and to be won 

]^ slow solicitation, seize at once 

The roving thought, and fix it on themselves. 

What prodigies can power divine perlorm 
More grand than it produces year by year. 
And all in sight of inattentive man ! 
Familiar with th' effect, we sligrht the cause, 
And in the constancy of nature's course, 
The regular return of genial months. 
And renovation of a faded world. 
See nought to wonder at. Should God again. 
As onoe in Gibeon, interrupt the race 
Of the undeviating and punctual sun. 
How would the world admire I but speaks it less 
An agency divine, to make him know 
His moment when to sink and when to rise. 
Age after age, then to arrest his course ? 
All we behold his miracle; but, seen 
So duly, all his miracle in vain. 
Where now the vital energy, that mov'd 
While summer was, the pure and subtle lymph 
Through th* imperceptible meand'ring veins 
Of leaf and flower ? It sleeps ; and th* icy touch 
Of unprolific winter has impress'd 
A cold stagnation on th* intestine tide. 
But let the months go round, a lew short months. 
And all shall be restored. These naked shoots, 
Bmen as lances, among which the wind 
Makes wintxy music, sighing as it goes. 
Shall put their graceful foliage on again. 
And more aspiring, and with ampler spread, 
Shall boast new charms, and more than they have lost. 
Then each, in its peculiar honours clad. 
Shall publish even to the distant eye 
Its family and tribe. Laburnum, rich 
In streaming gold : syringa, ivory pure ; 
The scentless and the scented rose •, tbva ted. 
And of an linaibier growth, the ot\\er^ ta\V« 
Aud throwing np into the darkest g\oota 

• The Guelder robe. 
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Tbe inCant elements received a law, 
FitMn which tbey swerve not since. That ander force 
Of that contrcdlinff ordinance they move 
And need not his immediate hand, who first 
Proscrib'd their coarse, to regulate it now. 
Thus dream Uiey, and contrive to save a Qod 
Til* encumlnrance of his own concerns, and spare 
The great Artificer of all that moves 
Tlie stress of a continual act, the pain 
Of anremitted vigilance and care, 
As too laborious and severe a task. 
So man, the moth, is not afraid, it seems. 
To span omnipotence, and measure might. 
That knows no measure, by the scanty rule 
And standard at his own, that is to-day. 
And is not ere to-morrow's sun go dovm. 
Bat how should matter occupy a charge 
Dull as it is, and satisfy a law 
So vast in its demands, unless impell'd 
TO ceaseless service by a ceaseless force. 
And under pressure of some conscious cause f 
The Lord of all, himself through all diffUs'd 
Sustains, and is the life of all that lives. 
Nature is but a name for an effect. 
Whose cause is God. He feeds the sacred fire 
By which the mighty process is maintained, 
who sleeps not, is not weary : in whose sight 
Slow circling ages are as transient days : 
Whose work is vdthout labour : whose desigrns 
No flaw deforms, no difficulty thwarts ; 
And whose beneficence no charge exhausts. 
Hira blind antiquity profan'd, not served. 
With self-taught rites, and under various names* 
Female and male, Pomona, Pales, Pan, 
\nd Flora, and Vertumnus ; peopling earth 
With tutelary goddesses and gods, 
rhat were not ; and commending as they would 
To each some province, garden, field or grove. 
Bat all are under one. One spirit— His, 
Who were the platted thorns with bleedUig brows. 
Rules universal nature. Not a fiowert 
Bat shows some touch, in freckle, streak, or stain. 
Of his unrivalled pencil. He inspires 
Their balmy odours, and imparts tYi^ Yv>aL«ft, 
Aad bMtbe» their eves with nectar. axiOi *uvc\xi^«»« 
III endnB as coantfess as tlie 8ea-&\de aaxv^a, 
254 B 
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The forms with which he sprinkles all the earth. 
Hi4>py who walks with him ; whom when he Audi 
Of flavour or of scent in fruit or flower. 
Or what he views of beautiful or grand 
In nature, from the broad majestic oak 
To the green blade that twinkles in the snn. 
Prompts with remembrance of a present God. 
His presence, who made all so fair, perceived. 
Makes all still fairer. As with him no scene 
Is dreary, so with him all seasons please. 
Though wkiter had been none, had man been tme^ 
And earth been punish'd for its tenant's sake. 
Yet not in vengeance ; as this smiling sky. 
So soon succeeding such an angry night. 
And Uiese dissolving snows, and this clear streftm 
Recovering fast its liquid music, prove. 

Who then, that has a mind well strung and tan'd 
To contemplation, and within his reach 
A scene so friendly to his fav'rite task, 
Would waste attention at the checker'd board. 
His host of wooden warriors to and fro. 
Marching and countermarching, with an eye 
As flx'd as marble, with a forehead ridg'd 
And furrow'd into storms, and with a hand 
Trembling, as if eternity were hung 
In balance on hia conduct of a pin ? 
Nor envies he aught more their idle 8i>ort 
Who pant with application misapplied 
To trivial toys, and, pushing ivory balls 
Across a velvet level, feel a joy 
Akin to rapture, when the bauble finds 
Its destin'd goal, of difficult access, 
Nor deems he wiser him, who gives his noon 
To Miss, the mercer's plague, from shop to shop 
Wand'ring, and littering with unfolded silks 
The polish'd counter, and approving none. 
Or promising with smiles to call again. 
Nor him, who by his vanity seduc'd. 
And soothed into a dream that he discerns 
The diflTrence of a Guido from a daub. 
Frequents the crowded auction : station'd there 
As duly as the Langford of the show. 
With g'Jass at eye, and catalogue in band. 
And tongue accompViih^& m tVve ^xA'sottA caxdu 
And pedantry, that coxcotiib* \e«n\ -wvV^ «aafc\ 
on M the price-deciding Yiamm« leXV** 



THB WINTER WALK AT NOON. 259 

He noCw tt in his book, Oten raps bis box, 
SwMis *tis a bargain, rails at his hard fate 
That he has let it pans— hut never bids. 

Here anin<de8ted, through whatever Rign 
The sun proceeds, I wwider. Neither mist. 
Nor flreezing slcy, nor sultry, checking me. 
Nor stranger intermeddling with my joy. 
Even in the spring and playtime of the year, 
That calls th* unwonted villagrer abroad 
With all her little ones, a sportive train. 
To gather kingcups in the yellow mead. 
And pink their hair with daisies, or to pick 
A dieap bat wholesome salad firom the brook. 
These shades are all my own. The tim'rous hare, 
Ofown ao fluniliar with her frequent guest. 
Scarce shuns me ; and the stockdove unalanuM, 
Bits ODOing in the pine-tree, nor suspends 
His long love-ditty for my near approach. 
Drawn fkom his refbge in some lonely elm. 
That aga or ii^ury has hoUow'd deep. 
Where, on his bed of wool and matted leaves, 
He has ootslept the winter, ventures forth 
To frbk awhile, and bask in the warm sun. 
The squirrel, flippant, pert, and full of play : 
He sees me, and at once, swift as a bird, 
AsceAds the neighboring beech : there whisks his brush 
And perks his ears, and stamps, and cries aloud, 
Yiith all the prettiness of fcign'd alarm. 
And anger insignificantly fierce. 

The heart is hard in nature, and unfit 
For human f^owship, as being void 
Of qrmpathv, and therefore dead aUke 
To love and ftiendship both, that is not pleas*d 
With sight of animals enjoying life. 
Nor feoa tbdr happiness augment his own. 
The bounding fawn, that darts across the glade 
When ncme pursues, through mere delight of heart. 
And spirits buoyant with excess of glee ; 
The horse as wanton, and almost as fleet, 
niat skims the spacious meadow at ftill speed. 
Then stops, and snorts, and throwing high his heels. 
Starts tn the voluntary race again ; 
The very kine that gamble at high noon. 
The total herd receiving first from one, 
Tbst /nufs the dance, a summons to \>e kv9« . 
Uuwgh wild their strane^e vaeartes, an^ uuco^aw^ 
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Their efforts, yet resolved with one consent 
To give such act and utt'rauce as they may. 
To ecstasy too big to be suppress'd— 
These, and a thousand images of bliss. 
With which kind Nature graces every scene, 
Where cruel man defeats not her designa* 
Impart to the benevolent, who wish 
All that are capable of pleasure plcas'd, 
A far superi(»: happiness to theira— 
The comfort of a reasonable Joy. 

Man scarce had risen, obedient to his call 
Who form'd him firom the dost, his future gnwe. 
When he was crown*d as never king wan since. 
God set the diadem upon his head. 
And angel choirs attended. Wondering stood 
The new made monarch, while before him pMt'd, 
All happy, and all perfect in thdr kind. 
The creatures, summon'd from their varhHu haiuit% 
To see their sovereign, and confess hie sway. 
Vast was his empire, absolute his power. 
Or bounded only by a law, whose force 
'I'was his sublimest privilege to feel 
And own, the law of universal love. 
He ruled with meekness, they obey'd with Joy | 
No cruel purpose lurk'd within his heart. 
And no distrust of his intent in theirs. 
So Eden was a scene of harmless sport. 
Where kindness, on his part, who roled the whol^ 
Begat a tranquil confidence in all. 
And fear as yet was not, nor cause for fear. 
But sin marr'd all ; and the revolt of man. 
That source of evils not exhausted yet, 
Was punish'd with revolt of his ttom him. 
Garden of God, how terrible the change 
Thy groves and lawns then witness'd ! Every heut^ 
Each animal, of every name, conceived 
A jealousy, and an instinctive fear. 
And, conscious of some danger, ^ther fled 
Precipitate the loathed abode of man. 
Or growrd defiance in such angiy sort. 
As taught him too to treraUe in his torn, 
Thns harmony and family accord 
Were driven firom Paradise ; and in that boor 
Tbe aeeda of croelty, that alnce \AV<tweU'd 
To such gigantic and enormous gco^ti^^ 
Wen aown in. human natiire*A trottfroivoal 
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Hence date the persecation and the pain. 

That man inflicts on all inferior Icinds, 

Regardless of their plaints. To make him sport. 

To gratify the treazj of his wrath. 

Or his base gluttony, are causes good 

And Jost in his account, why bird and beast 

Shocild suffer torture, and the streams be dyed 

Vfith blood of their inhabitants impal'd. 

Earth groans beneath the burden of a war 

Waged with defenceless innocence, while he. 

Not satti^led to prey on all around, 

Adda tenfold bitterness to death by pangs 

NeedleM, and first torments ere he devours. 

Now happiest they, that occupy the scenes 

The most remote from his ahhorr'd resort. 

Whom once, as delegate of God on earth. 

They feared, and as his perfect image lov'd. 

The vttdemess is theirs, with all its caves. 

Its hollow glens, its thickets, and its plains, 

Unvisited by man. There they are free. 

And howl and roar as like them, uncontroU'd ; 

Nor ask his leave to slumber or to play. 

Wo to the tyrant, if he dare intrude 

Within the confines of their wild domain : 

The lion telto him — I am monarch here— 

And, if he spare.,hhn* spares him on the terms 

Of royal mercy, and through generous scorn. 

To rend a victim trembling at his foot. 

In measure, as by force of instinct drawn. 

Or by necessity constraint, they live, 

I>ependent upon man ; those in his fields. 

These at his crib, and some beneath his roof. 

They prove too often at how dear a rate 

He sells protection. — Witness at his foot 

The spaniel dying for some venial fault 

Under dissection of the knotted scourge : 

Witness the patient ox, with stripes and yells 

Driven to the slaughter, goaded, as he runs. 

To madness ; while the savage at his heels 

Laughs at the firantic sufferer's fury, spent 

Upon the guiltless passenger o'erthrown. 

He too is witness, noblest of the train 

That wait on man, the flight-pexfarccvvck^^icinfts ^ 

With niiMispecting readiness \\e l8ke& m 

Hia marder&r on bia back, and p\K&YkedL iISi ^«9 . 1 

WUt bleeding gides axid ftanka, tVwX. \vevi« l<^t \&« 
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To the far distant g^oal, arrives and dies. 
So little mercy shows who needs so mnch ! 
Does law, so Jealous in the cause of man ; 
Denounce no doom on the delinquent ? None. 
He lives, and o*er his brimming: beaker boasts 
(As if barbarity were high desert) 
The inglorious feat, and damoroos in praite 
Of the poor brute, seems wisely to suppose 
The honours of his matchless horse his own i 
But many a crime, deem'd innocent on earthy 
Is registered in heaven ; and these no doubt 
Have each their record, with a curse annex'd. 
Man may dismiss compassion firom is heart. 
But God will nevo'. When he charg'd the Jew 
To assist his foe's down-fallen beast to rise : 
And when the bush-exploring bov, that seized 
The young, to let the parent bird go free : 
Proved he not plainly, that his meaner works 
.^re vet his care, and have an interest all. 
All, in the universal Father's love ? 
On Noah, and in him on all mankind, 
The charter was conferr'd, by which we hold 
The flesh of animals in fee, and claim 
O'er all we feed on, power of life and death. 
But read ttie instrument, and mark it well : 
The oppression of a tyrannous oontnrt 
Can find no warrant there. Feed then, and yield 
Thanks for thy food. Carnivorous, through sin. 
Feed on the slain, but spare the living brute ! 

The Governor of all. himself to all 
So bountiful, in whose attentive ear 
The unfledged raven and the lion's whelp 
Plead not in vain for pity on the pangs 
Of hunger unassuag'd, has interpos'd. 
Not seldom, his avenging arm to smite 
Th' if\jurious trampler upon nature's law. 
That claims forbearance even for a brute. . 
He hates the hardness of a Balaam's heart t 
And, prophet as he was, he might not strike 
The blameless animal, without rebuke. 
On which he rode. Her opportune offence 
Sav'd him, or th* unrelenting seer had died. 
He sees that human equity is slack 
7b interfere, though in so ^ust «k csnae \ 
And makes the task his own. ln&iAi\xv« ^xm») 
And belpleaa YicUm» with a senae «o )mku 
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Of tnjary, with such knowledge of their strength. 

And such sagacity to take revenge. 

That aft the beast has seem'd to judge the man 

An ancient, not a legendary tale. 

By one of sound intelligence rebears*d 

(If such who plead for Providence may seem 

In modem c;yes,) shall make the doctrine clear. 

Where England, stretch'd towards the setting s«ai 
Narrow and long, o*erlooks the western wave, 
Dw^ jowag Misagatbus ; a scoruer he 
Of God and goodness, atheist In oatent, 
Vidons hi act, in temper savage-fleroe. 
He Jonmejed ; and his chance was, as be went. 
To Join a trav'Uer of far diCTrent note, 
Evamder, fam*d for piety, for years 
Deserving honour, but for wisdom more. 
Fame had not left the venerable man 
A strancer to the manners of the youth. 
Whose face too was familiar to his view. 
Their way was on the margin of the land, 
0*er the green summit of the rocks, whose base 
Beats beck the roaring surge, scarce heard so high ; 
The charity, that warm*d his heart, was moved 
At sight of the man-monster. With a smile 
Qentle and affable, and full of grace. 
As feaiful of offending, whom he wish'd 
Mach to persuade, he plied his ear with truths 
Not harshly thunder'd forth, or rudely press'd. 
But, like his purpose, gracious, kind, and sweet. 

" And dost thou dream,** th* impenetrable man 
Exdaim'd, '* that me the lullabies of age. 
And fantasies of dotards such as thou. 
Can cheat, or move a moment's fear in mc ? 
Mark now the proof I give thee, that the brave 
Need no such aids, as superstition lends. 
To steel their hearts against the dread of death.** 
He spoke and to the precipice at hand 
Push'd with a madman's fury. Fancy shrinks, 
And the blood thrills and curdles, at the thought 
Of such a gulf as he design'd his grave. 
But, though the felon on his back could dare 
The dreadful leap, more rational, his steed 
DecUn'd the death, and wheeling »N9Vt^\i Toww^, 
Or e'er his hoof had press'd the cmtiv\Jtoi^ '<i<ix'5fi% 
BmfBed hia rider, s^v'd against Yi\% n«V!i\. 
The Itenzj of the brain may be i«(\.te%%'^ 
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By medicine well applied, but without grace 

Tlie heart*8 insanity admits no cure. 

EnraK'dthe more, by what might have reform 'd 

His horrible intent, aprain he sought 

Destruction, with a zeal to be destroyed, 

>^'ith sounding whip, and rowels dyed in blocd. 

But still in vain. The Providence, that meant 

A longrer date to the far nobler beast. 

Spared yet again th' ignoble for his sake. 

And now, his prowess prov'd, and his sincere 

Incurable obduracy evinc'd. 

His rage grew cool ; and, pleas'd perhaps t* have eani'd 

So cheaply the renown of that attempt. 

With looks of some complacence he resumed 

His road, deriding much the blank amcuEe 

Of good Evander, still where he was left 

FixM motionless, and petrified with dread. 

So on they fared. Discourse on other themes 

Ensuing seemM to obliterate the past : 

And tamer for for so much fury shown 

(As is the course of rash and fiery men.) 

The rude companion smil'd, as if transform*d. 

But 'twas a transient calm. A storm was near. 

An unsuspected storm. His hour was come. 

The impious challenger of Power divine 

Was now to learn, that Heaven, tho' slow to wratb. 

Is never with impunity defied. 

His horse, as he had caught his master's mood, 

Snorting, and starting into sudden rage. 

Unbidden, and not now to be controU'd, 

RushM to the cUff, and, having reach'd it, stood. 

At once the shock unseated him ; he fiew 

Sheer o'er the craggy barrier ; and immersed 

Deep hi the flood, found, when he sought it not. 

The death he had deserved, and died alone. 

So God wrought double justice ; made the fool 

The victim of his owii tremendous choice. 

And taught a brute the way to safe revenge. 

I would not enter on my ILst of friends 
(Though graced with polish'd manners and fli>c scniCt 
Yet wanting sensibility) the man 
Who needlessly sets foot upon a worm. 
An inadvertent step may civiih the Huall, 
That crawls at evetuns in VYve pvx\>\w y».\Xv^ 
But be that has humanVij, totevjwtxeA, 
WUl tread aside, and \ctttvc tepuVe w««» 
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The creepinr vermin, loathsome to the sight. 

And cha^S^ perhaps with venom, that intrudes, 

A visitor unwelcome, into scenes 

Sacred to neatness and repose, th* alcove, 

The chamber, or refactory, may die : 

A necessary act incurs no blame. 

Not so when, held within their proper bounds. 

And fTuUtless of offence, they range the air. 

Or take their pastime in the spacious field : 

There they are privileg'd : and he that hunts 

Or harms them there, is guilty of a wrong. 

Disturbs th' economy of Nature's realm, 

"Who, when she form*d, design'd them an abode. 

The sum is this. If man's convenience, health. 

Or safety, interfere, his rights and claims 

Are paramount, and must extinguish theirs. 

Else they are all— the meanest things that are. 

As firee to live, and to enjoy that life, 

AS God was free to form them at the first. 

Who in his sov'reign wisdom made them all. 

Ye, therefore, who love mercy, teach your sons 

To love it too. The springtime of our years 

Is soon dishonurM and defll'd in most 

1^ budding ills, that ask a prudent hand 

TO check them. But alas ! none sooner shoots. 

If unrestrain'd, into luxuriant growth. 

Than cruelty, most devilish of them all. 

Mercy to him, that shows it, is the rule 

And righteous limitation of its act. 

By which Heaven moves in pardoning guilty man ; 

And he that shows none, being ripe in years. 

And conscious of the outrage he commits. 

Shall seek it, and not find it in his turn. 

Distinguish'd much by reason, and still more 
By oar capacity of Grace divine. 
From creatures, that exist but for our sake. 
Which, having serv'd us, perish, we are held 
Accountable ; and God, some future day, 
Will reckon with us roundly for th' abuse 
Of what he deems no mean or trivial trust. 
Superior as we are, they yet depend 
Not more on human help than we on theirs. 
Their strength, or speed, or vigilance, '«iec« ^«cv 
In a&d of our defects. In some are fovmdi 
Sach tractable and apprehensive paxta, 
ThMt man*6 attainments in his ovm coxkcercv*. 
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Match'd with th* expertness of the braten in the 

Arc ofttimes vanquish'd, and thrown far behind 

Some show that nice sagacity of smell. 

And read with such discernment. In the port 

And flg:ure of the man, bis secret aim. 

That oft we owe our safety to a skill 

We CDuld not teach, and must despair to learn. 

But ieam we might, if not too proud to stoop 

To quadruped instructors, many a g:ood 

And useful quality, and virtue too, 

Rarely exemplified among ourselves ; 

Attachment never to be wean'd, or chang'd 

By any change of fortune ( proof alike 

Against unkindness, absence, and neglect ; 

Fidelity, that neither bribe nor threat 

Can move or warp ; and gratitude for small 

And trivial favours, lasting as the life, 

And glistening eveii in the dying eye. 

Man praises man. Desert in arts or arms 
Wins public honour'; and ten thousand sit 
Patiently present at a sacred song, 
Commemoration.mad ; content to hear 
(O wonderful effect of music's power I) 
Messiah's eulogy for Handel's sake. 
But less, methinks, that sacrilege might scrve- 
For, was it less, what heathen would have dor'i 
To strip Jove's statue of his oaken wreath. 
And hang it up in honour of a man ?) 
Much less might serve, when all that we desigr 
Is but to gratify an itchmg ear. 
And give the day to a musician's praise. 
Remember Handel ? Who, that was not bom 
Deaf as the dead to harmony, forget?. 
Or can, the more than Homer of his age ? 
Yes— we remember him ; and, while wc praise 
A talent so divine, remember too 
That His most holy book, flrom whom it came 
Was never meant, was never used before. 
To buckram out the memory of a man. 
But hush !— the muse perhaps is too severe) 
And with a gravity beyond the size 
And measure of th' offence, rebukes a deed 
I>es8 impious than absurd, and owing more 
To want of judgment thaxi to vitoicv^ ^e^Vcci 
80 in the chapel of o\d Y\s Ho\x*e. ^ ^ . ^, 
HTien wandering Charles. -wYio me»xv\.\a\»V. 
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Had fl<d from WUliam, and the news was fresh 
The simple derk, but loyal, did announce. 
And eke did rear right merrily, two staves. 
Song to the luraise and glory of king George! 
•— Bian praises man ; the Garrick*s memory next. 
When time hath somewhat mellow'd it, and made 
The idol of our worship while he lived 
The god of our idolatiy once more. 
Shall have its altar } and the world %hall go 
In pilgrimage to bow before its shrine. 
The theatre too small shall suffocate 
Its squeezed contents, and more than it admits 
Shall sigh at their exclusion, and return 
Ungratified: for there some noble lord 
Shall stuff his shoulders with king Richard's baiich. 
Or wrap himself in Hamlet*s inky cloak. 
And starat, and storm, and straddle, stamp and stare. 
To show the world how Garrick did not act. 
For Garrick was a worshipper himself) 
He drew the liturgy, and fram'd the the rites 
And solemn ceremonial of the day. 
And call'd the world to worship on the banks 
Of Avon, fam'd in song. Ah, pleasant proof 
That piety has still in human hearts 
Some ^ace, a spark or two not vet extinct. 
The mnlb*rry-tree was hung with blooming wreaths > 
The molb'rry-tree stood centre in the dance : 
The mnlb'rry-tree was hymn'd with dulcet airs : 
And frt>m his touchwood trunk the mulb'rry-tree 
Supplied such relics as devotion holds 
Still sacred, and preserves with pious care. 
So 'twas a hallow*d time : decorum reign'd. 
And mirth without o£fence. No few retum'd. 
Doubtless, much edified, and all refresh 'd,— 
Man praises man. The rabble all alive. 
From tippling benches, cellars, stalls, and styes. 
Swarm in the streets. The statesman of the day, 
A pompous and slow-moving pageant, comes. 
Some shout him, and some hang upon his car. 
To gaze in's eyes, and bless him. Maidens wave 
Their kerchiefs, and old women weep for Joy : 
While others, not so satisfied, unhorse 
The gilded equipage, and, turning loose 
His Bteedfl^ usurp a place they -weW deaene. ' . 

Whjr ! what aa charm'd them P Hottv \\e%w* ^^Jn» ««»* 
Ko, Doih he purpose its salvatlou'^ l^o. 
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Encbantingr novelty, that moon at toll. 
That fliids out every crevice of the head 
That is not souud and perfect, hath in tbein 
Wrougrht this disturbance. Bat the wane ia near. 
And his own cattle must sofflce him soon. 
Thus idly do we waste the breath of praise* 
And dedicate a tribate, in its use 
And just direction sacred, to a thin}? 
iDoom*d to the dust, or lodg^ already there. 
Encomium in old time was poet*a vrork } 
But poets, having lavishly long since 
Kxbausted all materials of the art. 
The task now falls into the public hand ; 
And I, contented with an humbler theme. 
Have poured my stream of panegyric down 
The vale of nature, where it creeps, and winds 
Among her lovelv works with a secure 
And unarubitions course, reflecting clear. 
If not the virtues, yet the worth of brutes. 
And I am recompensed, and deem the toils 
Of poetry not lost, if verse of mine 
May stand between an animal and wo. 
And teach one tyrant pity for his drudge. 

The groans of Nature in this nether world. 
Which Heaven has heard for ages, have an end. 
Foretold by prophets, and by poets sung, 
Whose fire was kindled at the prophets' lamp, 
The time of rest, the promised Sabbath, comes. 
Six thousand years of sorrow have well nigh 
Fulfilled their tardy and disastrous course 
OvOT a sinful world; and wfaot remains 
Of this tempestuous state of human things 
Is merely as the working of the sea 
Before a calm, that rocks itself to rest : 
For he, whose car the winds are, and the donds 
The dust that waits upon his sultry march, 
When sin hath moved him, and his wrath is hot* 
Shall visit earth in mercy ; shall descend 
Propitioas in his chariot paved with love ; 
And what his storms have blasted and defac*d 
For man's revolt shall with a smile repair. 

Sweet is the harp of prophecy ; too sweet 
Not to be wrong*d by a mere mortal touch i 
Nor can the wonders it recordt be v(m% 
To meaner music, aiid not auSec Vna. 
But when a poet, or vrbeii oim \ULe xn«« 
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Happy to rove among: poetic flowers. 

Though poor in skill to rear thenit lights at last 

On some feur theme, some theme divinely fair, 

StiA is the impalse and the spur he feels. 

To give it praise proportioned to its worth, 

That not t' attempt it, arduous as he cfeems 

The labour, were a task more arduous still. , 

Oh scenes surpassing fable, and yet true. 
Scenes of accomplished bliss ; which who can see 
Though but in distant prospect, and not led 
His soul refresh'd with foretaste of the Joy P 
Rivers of gladness water all the earth. 
And clothe all climes with beauty ; the reproach 
Of barrenness is past. The fruitful field 
lAUghs with abundance ; and the land, once lean. 
Or fertile only in its own disgrace. 
Exults to see its thistly curse repeal'd. 
The various seasons woven into one. 
And that one season an eternal spring. 
The garden fears no blight, and needs no fence. 
For tiiere is none to covet, all are full. 
The lion, and the libbard, and the bear. 
Graze with the fearless flocks; all bask a noon 
Togrether, or all gamble in the shade 
Of the same grove, and drink one common stream. 
Antipathies are none. No foe to man 
Lurks in the serpent now : the mother sees, 
And smiles to see, her infant's playful hand 
Stretched forth to dally with the crested worm. 
To stroke his azure neck, or to receive. 
The lambent homage of his arrowy tongue. 
All creatures warship man, and all mankind 
One Lord, one Father. Error has no place : 
The creeping pestilence is driven away ; 
The breath of Heaven has chased it. In the heart 
No passion touches a discordant string, 
But all is harmony and love. Disease 
Is not : the pure and uncontaminate blood 
Holds its due course, nor fears the frost of age. 
One song employs aU nations ; and all cry, 
** Worthy the Lamb, for be was slain for us !" 
The dwdlers in the vales and on the rocks 
Shout to each other, and the mountain-txyoa 
From distant mountains catcYi Uie fk^Vx^^ Vs^ \ 
TIU, OMtfon after nation tauglvt t\ie %\x«3k«\« 
JSartb roUs the raptorous Uosan&atcraxv^. 



i 




270 THE TASK. 

Behold the measure of the promise flll'd} 

See Salem built, the labour of a God ! 

Bright as a sun the sacred city shines ; 

All kingdoms and all princes of the earth 

Flock to that light ; the glory of all lands 

Flows into her j unbounded is her joy, 

And endless her increase. Thy rams are there, 

Kebaioth, and the flocks of Kedar there ;* 

The looms of Ormus, and the mines of Ind, 

And Saba's spicy groves, pay tribute there. 

Praise is in all her gates : upon her walls. 

And in her streets, and in her spacious courts 

Is heard salvation. Eastern Java there. 

Kneels with the native of the furthest west ; 

And i£thiopia spreads abroad the hand. 

And worships. Her report hath travelled forth 

Into all lands. From every clime they come 

To see thy beauty, and to share^thy joy, 

O Sion ! an assembly such as earth 

Saw never, such as Heaven stoops down to see. 

Thus heavenward all things tend. For all were once 
Perfect, and all must be at length restored. 
So God has greatly purposed ; who would else 
In his dishonour'd works himself endure 
Dishonour and be wronged without redress. 
Haste then, and wheel away a shatter'd world. 
Ye slow-revolving seasons I we would see 
(A sight to which our eyes are strangers yet) 
A world, that does not dread and hate his laws. 
And sufTer for its crime ; would learn how fair 
The creature is that God pronounces good, 
How pleasant in itself what pleases him. 
Here every drop of honey hides a sting j 
Worms wind themselves into our sweetest flowers ; 
And even the joy, that haply some poor heart 
Derives from Heaven, pure as the fountain is, 
Is sullied in the stream, taking a taint 
From touch of human lips, at best impure. 
O for a world in principal as chaste 
As this is gross and selfish I over which 
Custom and prejudice shall bear no sway, 
That govern all things here, should'ring a^e 
Tbe meek and modest Ituth, and forcuig her 

* Nebmiotb and Kedar, the sonHc{l»VkinM\,»i\& V*^'B>Vi«t««/(ttM 
mht, in tbe prophetic scripture bene &\\ud«a vi^tew) m iMmwaMk^ 
' iU«r M avpreteutatives oUhe Q«i^Uim •\\»xi,«. 
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To seek a ref^ige trom the tongiie of Strife 
In nooks obscure, for trom the ways of men : 
"Where l^olence shall never lift the sword. 
Nor Canning Justify the proad man*s wrong^t 
Leaving the poor no remedy but tears : 
Where he that fills an office, shall esteem 
Th* occasion it presents of doing good 
If ore than the perquisite : where Law shall speak 
Sddom, and never but as Wisdom prompts 
And Equity j not jealous more to guard 
A worthless form, than to decide aright : 
Where fBsfaion shall not sanctify abuse, 
Kor smooth Good-breeding (supplemental grace) 
With lean performance ape the worlc of Love ! 
Come then, and, added to thy many crowns, 
Receive yet one, the crown of all the earth. 
Thou who alone art worthy I It was thine 
By andent covenant, ere Nature's birth ; 
And thou hast made it thine by purchase since. 
And overpaid its value with thy blood. 
'Oxy saints proclaim thee king: and in their hearts 
Thy title is engraven with a pen 
Dipp'd in the fountain of eternal love. 
Tlqr saints proclaim thee king ; and thy delay 
Gives courage to their foes, who, could they see 
The dawn of thy last advent, long desir*d. 
Would creep into the bowels of the hills. 
And flee for safety to the falling rocks. 
The very spirit of the world is tired 
Of its own taunting question ask'd so loog, 
** Where is the promise of your Lord's approach. 
The infidel has shot his bolts away, 
THI, his exhausted quiver yielding none, 
He gleans the blunted shafts, that have recoilM, 
And aims them at the shield of Truth again. 
The veil is rent, rent too by priestly hands. 
That bides divinity from mortal eyes ; 
And all the mysteries to faith propos'd. 
Insulted and traduc*d are cast aside 
As useless, to the moles and to the bats. 
They now axe deem'd the faithful, and are prais*d. 
Who, constant only in rejecting thee. 
Deny thy Godhead with a martyrs zeal. 
And quit their office for their errot^ft &«dL«,, 
Btkkl, and in love with darknesal 'set, cs«^vV^^««ft 
Worthy, compared with sycophaxita, ^\io>i»si«x 
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Thy name adoring, and then preach tht man ! 

So fares thy church. But how thy church may fare. 

The world takes little thought. Who will may ittcaeh. 

And what they will. All pastors are alike 

To wand'ring sheep, resolv'd to follow none. 

Two gods divide them all— Pleasure and Gain 

For these they live, they sacrifice to these. 

And in their service wage perpetual war 

With Conscience and with thee. Lust in their hearts, 

And mischief in their hands, they roam the earth. 

To prey upon each other : stubborn fierce. 

High-minded, foaming out their own disgrace. 

Thy prophets speak of such ; and, noting down 

The features of the last dcgen'rate times, 

Exhibit every lineament of these. 

Come then, and, added to thy many crownR, 

Receive yet one, as radiant as the rest. 

Due to thy last and most effectual work. 

Thy word fulfil' d, the conquest of a world ! 

He is the happy man, whose life even now. 
Shows somewhat of that happier life to come ; 
Who, doom'd to an obscure but tranquil state. 
Is pleas'd with it, and, were he (t^ee to choose. 
Would make his fate his choice : whom peace, the frtait 
Of virtue, and whom virtue, fruit of faith, 
Prepare for happiness ; bespeak him one 
Content indeed to sojourn while he most 
Below the skies, but having there his home. 
The world o'erlooks him in her busy searcli 
Of objects, more illustrious in her view ; 
And occupied as earnestly as she. 
Though more sublimely, he o'erlooks the world. 
She scorns his pleasures, for she knows them not } 
He seeks not hers, for he has proved them vain. 
He cannot skim the ground like summer birds 
Pursuing gilded files ; and such he deems 
Her honours, her emoluments, her joys 
Therefore in contemplation is his bliss. 
Whose power is such, that whom she lifts team Mrth 
She makes familiar with a heaven unseen. 
And shows lUs glories yet to be reveal'd ; 
Not slothful he, though seeming unemploy'd. 
And censur'd oft as useless. Stillest streams 
Oft water fairest meadows, axvei VYve >:fts*l 
That flatters least, la longest ou tYv« vjN»*» 
Ask him, indeed, \?bat tropYdca\»^a»»'wia^ 



THE WIXTEB WALK AT NOON. 278 

Or wtet adiieveinaits of immortal ftune 
B« ininKMtia and he shall answer^None. 
Bto warfare is within. There onfatigoed 
Bis ferrent spirit labours. There he flghte. 
And thdr obtains fresh triumphs o'er himself. 
And nerer-witheriog wreaths, compar'd with which 
The laords that a Caesar reaps are weeds. 
Perhaps the self-apjMPovingr haoffhCj world. 
That as she sweeps him with her whistUuf^ silks 
Scarce dc^^ns to notice him, or, if she see, 
Peems him a cypher in the works of God, 
Ileoei?«s adTsntage Arom his noiseless hoars. 
Of which die little dreams. Perbi^M she owes 
Her sonshine and her rain, her blooming spring 
And plenteoas harvest, to the prayer he makes, 
When* IsaacJike, the solitary saint 
Walks forth to meditate at eventide, 
4ikd think on her, who thinks not for herself. 
Forgive him then, tbon bustler in concerns 
or little worth, and idler in the best. 
If, author ct no mischief and some good. 
He s«Ac his proper happiness by mcins 
TlMt may advance, but cannot hinder thine. 
yoc^ though he tread the secret path ci life, 
Aigage no notice, and enjoy much ease, 
Aooonnt him an incumbrance on the state, 
Beoelving benefits, and rendering none. 
His sphere, though humble, if that humble sphere 
Shine with his fair examine, and though small 
His influence, if that influence all be spent 
la tftiT^hBg sorrow, and in quenching strife. 
In ihHar bdpless indigence, in works, 
Wnm wnidi at least a grateful few derive 
leme tMte of comfort in a: world of wo ; 
Tlien ytt the supercilious gireat confess 
Be s er ves his country, recompenses well 
The state beneath the shadow of wIkmc vine 
Be iite secure, and in the scale of life 
Holds no ipioUe, thou a slighted place. 
Hie man whose virtues are more felt than necn. 
If oat drop Indeed the hopes ot public praise : 
But he may boast, what few that win it can. 
That, If his country stand not by his skilU 
At least his ibUies have not wrougta^ Yici tiQX. 
JMItf Re/bwment ofliars him in vt&n _ . 

Her golden tttbe, through vrhielk % MBEumsSL -w^scVA. 
JJ>4 s 
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Draws gross imparity, and likes it well. 

The neat conveyance hiding all th* offence. 

Not that he peevishly rejects a mode 

Because that world adopts it. If it bear 

The stamp and clear impression of good flense. 

And be not costly more than of true worth. 

He pats it on, and (ot decorum's sake 

Can wear it even as gracefully as she. 

She Judges of refinement by the eye. 

He by the test of conscience, and a heart 

Not soon deceiv'd ;Iaware thi^ what is base 

No polish can make sterling : and that vice. 

Though well perfnm'd and elegantly dre&s'd, 

like an nnburied carcass trick'd with flowers. 

Is but a gamish'd nuisance, fltter far 

For cleanly riddance, than for fah- attire. 

So life glides smoothly and by stealth away. 

More golden than that age of fabled gold 

Renown'd in ancient song ; not vex'd with care 

Or stained with guilt, beneficent, approv'd 

Of Qod and man, and peaoetul in its end. 

So glide my life away ! and so at last 

My share of duties decently fulfllM, 

May some disease, not tardy to perform 

Its destin'd office, yet with gentte stroke. 

Dismiss me weary to a safe retreat 

Beneath the turf, that I have often trod. 

It shall not grieve me then, that once, when call'd 

To dress a &3fa with the flowers of verse, 

I play'd a while, obedient to the fair, 

"With that light task ; but soon to please her more 

"Whom flowers alone I knew would little please. 

Let fall th* unflnish'd wreath, and roved for flralt ; 

Rov'd far, and gather'd much ; some harsh, tis true 

Pick*d from the thorns and briers of reproof. 

But wholesome, well-digested ; grateftd some 

To palates that can taste immortal truth j 

Insipid else, and sure to be despisVi. 

But all is in his hand, whose praise I seek. 

In vain the poet sings, and the world hears^ 

If it regard not, though divine the theme. 

Tis not in artful measures, in the chime 

And idle tinkling of a minstrers lyre. 

To charm liia ear, whose e^fe \a ou^ScAYAwrty 

Wboae tcown. can diaappo^ut the vtomitofc %\mti« 

fl^bcMe appfobatioKi— prosper cych vi&nft. 
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OR, 

A REVIEW OF SCHOOLS. 



Ke^Xaiov 6n iroudeiar op$n rptxpn. — Plato. 
Apxn iroXixeiar airaanr vetav rpo^a. — Diog. Lacrt. 



INSCmiBXD TO THB RBV. WILLIAM CAWTRORNK UNWIX. 

It is not from his form, in whicb we trace 
Strength Joined with b«Mity, digrnity with grace. 
That man, the master of this globe, derives 
His r^ht of empire over all that lives. 
That form indeed, th* associate of a mind 
Vast in its powers, ethereal in its kind. 
That fbnn, the laboar ot almighty skill. 
Framed for the service of a freebom will. 
Asserts precedence, and bespeaks control. 
Bat borrows all its grandeor firom tbe soul. 
Hers U the state, the splendour and the throne, 
An intellectoal kingdom, all her own. 
For her the Memory Alls her ample page 
WUih troths poured down from every dif tant age ; 
For her amasses an onbonnded store. 
The wisdom .of. great nations, now no more; 
Tboogh laden;' not encamber'd with her spoil ; 
Laborioos, yfet nntponscious of her toil ; 
When coirimwly iiupplled, then most enlarged » 
Still to be fM, vi^d.^ot to be surcharged. 
For her tli« nBW^.'mring unconaued 
Tlie present mtAb of every pensive mind. 
Works magic woodtes, adds a btlsYitot \i\)A 
To NatanrB scenes than Nature ever >lvi«<«. 
At her commaud winds rise, and 'waten tq«s« 
Agtdn abe lays them slaniViins an.t\ke %\«>te« 
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With flowers and firoit^the wildemeas tappUei, 
Or bids the rocks in rader pomp arise. 
For her the Judyment, umpire in the strife* 
That Grace and Nature have to wage through life* 
Quick-sighted arbiter of good and ill, 
Appcrint^ sage preceptor to the Will, 
Ccmdemns, approves, and with a faithfiil voice 
Guides the decision of a doubtful clioice^ 

Why did the fiat of a God give birth 
To yon fair Sun, and his attendant Earth ? 
And, when descending he resigns the sldes^ 
Why takes the gentler Moon her turn to iwe. 
When Ocean feels through all his countless waTes* 
And owns her power on every shore he laves ? 
Why do the seasons still enrich the year. 
Fruitful and young as in their first career ? 
Spring hangs her infant blossoms on the trees, 
RockM in the cradle of the western breeze ; 
Summer in haste the thriving charge receives 
Beneath the shade of her expanded leaves. 
Till Autumn's fiercer heats and plenteous dews 
Dye them at last in all their glowing hues. — 
'Twere wild profusion all, and bootless waste. 
Power misemployed, munificence misplaoeda 
Had not its author dignified the plan. 
And crown'd it with the msjesty of man. 
I'hus form'd, thus plac'd, intelligent, and taught. 
Look where he will, the wonders God has wxoughti 
The wildest scomer of his maker's laws 
Finds in a sober moment time to pause. 
To press the important question on his heart, 
" Why form'd at all, and wherefore as thoa art < 
If man be what he seems, this hour a slave, 
The next mere dust and ashes in tlie grave} 
Fndned with reason only to descry 
His crimes and follies with an aclmig eye; 
With passions. Just that he may prove, with peui. 
The force he spends against their furv vain { 
And if; soon after having bum'd, by turns. 
With every lust, with which flrail Nature boms. 
His being ends where death dissolves the bond. 
The tomb takes all, all be blank beyond ; 
Then he, of all that ^«fc\»« Y»a YRnato^ tnrtfa^ 
Stands self-impeacih'd Va» cmaSuoro <A\KMk.;««»a. 
And nsdets Wbfte 1» ^v«a wA ^^«^^.^*** 
Brin^ into doubt ibe ^irtBAiwa c* tte* «««»• 
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Troths, that ttie leam*d pnnae with eager tlioa^t. 
Are not toportant alwayn as dear boDg^ht, 
ProTingr* at Inat, though told in pompons strains , 
A. childish waste of philosophic pains : 
Battnrths, OB which depends ovqr main concern. 
That 'tis oar shame ahd misery not to learn. 
Shine by the side of every path we tread 
With soch a lastre, he that runs may read. 
TU trae that, if to trifle life away, 
Ik>wn to the sonset of their latest day, 
TlMn perish on futority's wide shore 
Like iMN^ng exhalations, fonnd no more, 
Were sfl that Heaven reqair'd of homan kind. 
And an the plan their destiny design'd, 
What none could reverence ail might Jastly blame. 
And man would tareal;he but for his Maker's shame. 
Bat reason heard, and nature well perused 
At once the dreaming mind is disabused. 
If all we find poasessing earth, sea, air. 
Reflect Us attribates, who placed them there, 
FullU the purpose, and appear design'd 
Proofli of the wisdom of the all-seeing mind, 
*Tis plain the ereatore, whom he chose V invest 
With kbigship and dcMmhuion o*er the rMt, 
Received nis nobler nature, and was made 
Fit for the power in which he stands array 'd { 
TImU first, or last, hereafter, if not here. 
He too might make his author's wisdom clear, 
natee him on earth, cnr, obstinately dumb, 
Bvdtet his justiee in a worid to come. 
This eoee believed, 'twere logic misapplied. 
To prove a consequence by none denied. 
That we are bound to cast the minds of youth, 
Bettmes into the mould of heavenly truth. 
That taught of God they may indeed be wise. 
Nor ignorantly wand'ring miss the skies. 

Id early days the conscience has in most 
A qiflekness, which in latter life Is lost ; 
Freserv'd from guilt by salutary fears. 
Or guilty soon relenting into tears. 
Too earless often, as our years proceed. 
What friends we sort with, or what books W9 read. 
Onr parents yet exert a prudent caie. 
To liNd oar mfant minds with ipropet t«x« *. 
Aad frttd^ Btote the niin*ry by deg:te«a 
WUb whQieaome learning* yet acciv&KeOi ''wVi^ 
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Neatly secor'd from being soil*d or torn 

Beneath a i>ane of thin translucent horn, 

A book (to please us at a tender agre 

'Us called a boolc, though but a single page) 

Presents the prayer the Saviour deign'd to teach. 

Which children use, and parsons— when they proub. 

Lisping our syllables, we scramble next 

Through moral narrative, or sacred text ; 

And learn with wonder how this world began, 

'Who made, who marr*d, and who has ran^omM man ; 

Points, which, unless the Scripture made them jdain 

The wisest heads might agitate in vain. 

thou, whom, borne on Fancy's eager wing* 
Back to the season of life's happy spring, 

1 pleas'd remember, and, while memory yet 
Holds fast her oflBice here, can ne*er forget } 
Ingenious dreamer, in whose well-told tale 
Sweet fiction and sweet truth alike prevail : 

W^hose humorous vein, strong sense, and simple style 

May teach the gayest, make the gravest smile ; 

Witty, and well employed, and, like thy Lord, 

Speaking in parables his slighted word : 

I name thee not, lest so despis*d a name 

Should move a sneer at tliy deserved fame; 

Yet even in transitory life's late day. 

That mingles all my brown with sober gray. 

Revere the man, whose Pilgrim marks the road. 

And guides the Progres* of the soul to God. 

*Twere well with most, if books, that could engage 

Their childhood, pleas'd them at a riper age ; 

The man, approving what had charm*d the boy. 

Would die at last in comfort, peace, and joy } 

And not with curses on his art, who stole 

The gem of truth from his unguarded soul. 

The stamp of artless piety impress'd 

By kind tuition on his yielding breast. 

The youth now bearded, and yet pert and raw. 

Regards with scorn, though once receiv*d with am 

And warp'd into the labyrinth of lies, 

That babblers, call'd philosophers, devise. 

Blasphemes his creed, as founded on a plan 

tleplete with dreams, unworthy of a man. 

Touch but his nature in its «a!^e \»«ct. 

Assert the native evil of Yi\a Yieaxt, 

His pride resents the c\i«xge, aX\.Yvo\x«\vV\»Ytwa^ 
R£»e in bis forehead, axxd &ee«i Twn>5. «\ww^\ 
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Point to the cure, describe a Saviour's cross 
As God's expedient to retrieve his loss. 
The young apostate sickens at the view. 
And hates it with the malice of a Jew. 

How weak the barrier of mere Nature proves, 
Oraps'd a^nst the pleasures Nature loves ! 
'while sdf-betray'd, and wilfully undone, 
She longs to yield, no sooner woo'd than won. 
Try now the merits of this bless'd exchange 
Of modest truth for wit's eccentric range. 
Time was, he dos'd as he began the day 
"With d^ent duty, not asham'd to pray ; 
The practice was a bond upon the heart, 
A pledge he gave for a consistent part ; 
Nor c(mld he dare presumptuously displease 
A power coufess'd so lately on his knees. 
Bat now farewell all legendary tales. 
The shadows fly, philosophy prevails ; 
Prayer to. the winds and caution to the wsves } 
R^^gioQ makes the free by nature slaves. 
Frists liave invented, and the world admir'd 
What knavish priests promulgate as inspir'd; 
Till Reason, now no longer overaw'd. 
Resumes ho: powers, and spurns the clumsy ftraud ; 
And common sense, dififusing real day. 
The meteor of the Gospel dies away, 
Such rhapsodies our shrewd discerning youth 
Leam f^om expert inquirers after truth : 
Whose only care, might truth presume to spenk. 
Is not to &id what they profess to seek. 
And thus, well-tutor'd only while we share 
A mother's lectures, and a nurse's care ; 
And taught at ^schools much mythologic stufi,* 
Bat sounid religion sparingly enough) 
Oar early notices of truth, disgrac'd. 
Soon lose their credit, and are all etfhc'd. 

Would you your son should be a sot or dunce, 
lAsdyions, headstrong, all these at once : 
That in good time the stripling's flnish'd taste 
For loose expense, and fashionable waste, 
Should prove your ruin, and his own at last j 

•The •ulbor bat*' !••▼• to explain. — Sensible that wit boat soeli know. 
ledge, neither the aneieDt poeu ncr hhtuiinn* eenVA \aAV«&,«t VdA««^ 
undemood, he does not mean to censuTv \Y\epft.\tA v'keX w« \xAbfa va^'v^o 
gtraetm ecAoolbov in the lellgion of tkie heat\itn,^»^VTi\«%V^>^»X"»^- 
/w of ObrhtlMtt cultnre, which teavea Wm •YvHn«Ui\Vi Vpivwax. o\ »» 
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Train bim in public with a m6b of boyt, 
Cliildisb in mischief only and in noise, 
!£lse of a manish growth, and flye in ten 
In infidelity and lewdness men. 
There shall he learn ere sixteen winters old. 
That authors are most asefUl pawn'd or told | 
That pedantry is all that schools impart, 
Bat taverns teach the knowledge of the heart i 
There waiter Dick, with Bacchanalian li^. 
Shall win his heart, and have his drunken prafse. 
His counsellor and bosom fHend shall furove. 
And some street-pacing^ harlot bis first love. 
Schools, unless discipline were doubly strong. 
Detain their adolescent charge too lonf ; 
The management of tyros of eighteen 
Is difficult their punishment obscene. 
The stout tall captain, whose superior sue 
The minor heroes view with envious eyes. 
Becomes their pattern, upon whom they fix 
Their whole attention, and ape all his tricks. 
His pride, that scorns t* obey at to submit. 
With them is courage ; his effirontery wit. 
His wild excursions, window breaking feats. 
Robbery of jcardens, quarrels in the streets. 
His hair-breadth 'scapes, and all his daring sehemea 
Transport them, and are made their fav'rite tbesMa* 
In Uttle bosoms such achievements strike 
A kindred spark; they bum to do the like. 
Thus, half accomplish 'd ere he yet begin 
To show the peeping down upon his chin } 
And, as maturity of years conies cm. 
Makes Just th' adept that you design'd your bob i 
T' ensure the perseverance of his course. 
And give your monstrous project all its force. 
Send him to college. If he there be tamed. 
Or in one article or vice reclaini*d 
Where no regard of ord*naiices is shown 
Or look*d for now, the fault must be bis own. 
Some sneaking virtue lurks in him no doubt. 
Where neither strumpets* charms, nar drinking bout. 
Nor gambling practises, can find it out. 
Such youths of spirit, and that spirit too. 
Ye nurseries of our boys, we owe to you : 
Tboagb ftom onrselveB the mlsc^Vet xaon 
For public schools *tlB public toVX^f te«A». 
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The dttvw of coslaai and e rti1 i B i h* d node. 

With packhone ooniten^ we keep the med. 

Crooked or stzait, throogb qiui«s or tbon^ dells, 

IVae to the Jinrlinf of our leader's bells. 

To follow foolldi inreoedents, and whik 

With both our eyes» is easier thaa to think : 

And sndk an ace as ours balks no expense, 

BzcepI oi eaation and of common sense » 

Use sore notorious fact, and proof so plain, 

Woald tarn our steps into a wiser train. 

I Wane not those, who with what care thcj can 

(yerwatch the nnmeruas and nnroly clan j 

Or, if I Uame, tis only that they dare 

Promise a work, of whidi they most despair. 

Have ye, ye sage intendants of the whole, 

A ntrtqoarian presence and control ? 

Elisha's ef% that, when Gehazi stray'd. 

Went with him, and saw all the game he play'd. 

Tes^ye are ooosdoas : and on all the shelves 

Your pupils strike upon, and have struck yourselres. 

Or if, by nttmn sober, ye had then. 

Boys as ye were, the gravity of men ; 

Te knew at least, bv constant proofe addiess'd 

To ears and eyes, the vices ot the fest. 

Bat ye otsmive at what ye cannot cure^ 

And evUs, not to be endur'd, endure. 

Lest power exwted, but without success. 

Should make the little ye retain ttiU less. 

Ye once were Justly lhm*d for bringing forth 

Undoubted BdK)larship and genuine worth i 

And in the firmament of tame still shines 

A l^oty, farli^ as that of all the signs. 

Of poets raised by jrou, and statesmen, and dlvinea. 

Peace to them all ! those brilliant times are fled. 

And no such lights are kindling in their stead. 

Our striplings shine indeed, but with such rays 

As set toe midnight riot in a blaze ; 

And seem, if Jodg'd by their expressive looks. 

Deeper in none than m their surgeons' books. 

iiqr, muse (for, education made the song. 
No muse can hesitate, or linger long.) 
What causes move us, knowing as we must. 
That these wtmuytritt all fail their trust. 
To sand our sons to scout axui acaxuv^ ^«t%« 
Wbikt oottB and pupplet ooat m to tnnsi^ cax«\ 
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Be it a weakness, it deserves some praise. 
We iove the play-place of our early days : 
The scene is touching, and the heart is stone. 
That feels not at that sight, and feels at none. 
The wall on which we tried our graving skill. 
The very name we carv*d subsisting stUl ; 
The bench on w^hlch we sat while deep empliq 
Tho* mangled, hack'd, and hew'd, not yet desi 
The little ones, unbutton'd, glowing hot, 
Playing our games, and on the very spot ) 
As happy as we once, to kneel and draw 
The chalky ring, and knuckle down at taw| 
To pitch the ball into the grounded hat. 
Or drive it devious with a dext'rous pat : 
The pleasing spectacle at once excites 
Such recollection of our own delights. 
That, viewing it, we seem almost t* obtain 
Our innocent sweet simple years again. 
This fond attachment to the well-known place 
Whence first we started into life's long race. 
Maintains its.hold with such unfailing sway. 
We feel it even in age, and at our latest day. 
Hark I how the sire of chits, whose future sha 
Of classic food b^ins to be his care. 
With his own likeness placed on either knee, 
'Indulges all a father's heartfelt glee ; 
And tells them, as he strokes their silver locks 
That they must soon learn Latin, and to box j 
Then turning he regales his hst'ning wife 
With all the adventures of his early life ; 
His skill in coachmanship, or driving chase. 
In bilking tavern bills, and spouting plays } 
What shifts he used, detected in a scrape. 
How he was flogg'd, or had the luck t* escape 
What sums he lost at play, and bow he sold 
Watch, seals, and all —till all his pranks are to 
Retracing thus his J'rolic$ ('tis a name 
That palliates deeds of folly and of shame). 
He gives the local bias all its sway ; 
Resolves that where he play*d his sons shall p 
And destines their bright genius to be shown 
Just in the scene where he displayed his own. 
The meek and bashful boy will soon be taught 
To be as bold and forward aa tie owi;\i\.\ 
The rode will shafi&e thtovxgYv viV;3[i eaaecxtf»u 
Great schools suit heat t\\e atoid.^ a»<i Vtoa v 
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Ah bappy designation, prudent ohoice, 
Th' eyent is sore } expect it ; and rejoice ! 
Soon see your wish fiilfill'd in either child, 
Tbe pert made pertar, and the tame made wild. 

The great indeed, by titles, riches, birth, 
Excos^ th' encumlmuice of more solid worth. 
Are bc«t disposed of where with most success 
niey may acquire that omfldent address. 
Those habits of profuse and lewd expense. 
That scorn of all delights but those of sense, 
Whteh, though in pleJn plebians we condemn. 
With so much reason all expect from them. 
But fi^nilies of less illustrious fame, 
"Whose chief distinction is their spotless name. 
Whose heirs, their honours none, their income small. 
Must shine by true desert or not at all. 
What dream they of, that with so little care 
rhey risk their hopes, their dearest treasure there P 
They dream of little Charles or William graced 
With wig prolix, down flowing to his waist t 
They see th* attentive crowds his talents draw. 
They hear him speak — the oracle of law. 
Tbe father, who designs his babe a priest, 
DrMms him episcopally such at least ; 
And, wbUe tbe playful Jockey scours the room 
Briskly astride upon the parlour broom. 
In liMicy sees him more superbly ride 
In coach with purple lined, and mitres on its side. 
Svents improbable and strange as these. 
Which only a parental eye foresees, 
A public sdiool shall bring to pass, with ease. 
But how P resides such virtue in that air. 
As must create an appetite for prayer > 
And will it breathe into him all tbe zeal. 
That candidates for such a prize should feel. 
To take the lead and be the foremost still 
In all true worth and literary skill P 

** Ah blind to bright futurity, untaught. 
The knowledge of Uie world, and dull of thought t 
ChonAi-ladders are not always mounted best 
By learned clerks, and Latinists profess'd. 
Th' exalted prize demands an upward look. 
Not to be found by poring on a book. 
Smt^l skill in Latin, and &U1\ \e%% \xi Q(t^€«^ 1 

Im more than adequate to aSl \ «e«k\s.. i 
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Let erudition grace him, or not xraoe, 

I five tlie baobble bat the second place } 

His wealth, fame, honours, all that I intend* 

Subsist and centre in one point— a friend. 

A friend what*er he studies or neglects. 

Shall give him consequence, heal all defeats. 

His intercourse with peers and sons of pews. 

There dawns the splendour of his future yeani| 

In that bright quarter his iwopitioas skies 

Shall blush betimes, and there his glory rise. 

Towr Lordtkipt and Tour Chract I what school OAli ttach 

A rhet*ric equal to those parts of speedi ? 

What need of Homer*s verse, or TuUj's proM^ 

Sweet inteijcctions ! if he learn but those ? 

Let reverend churls his ignorance rebcdM, 

Who starve upon a dog*s-ear*d Pentatettoh, 

The parson knows enough, who knows a duke. 

Egregious purpose ! worthily begun 

In bM>b*rous prostitution of your son ; 

Press'd on kit part by means, tliat would disgraett I 

A scrivener's clerk, or footman out of place, I 

And ending, if at last its end be gaiirad. 

In sacrilege in God's own house profaned. , 

It may succeed ; and, if bis suis should call 

For more than common punishment, it shall ; 

The wretch shall rise, and be the thing on etfth 

Least qualitied in honour, learning, worth. 

To occupy a sacred, awful post. 

In which the best and worthiest tremble most. 

The royal Uitertt are a thing of course, 

A king, that would, might recommend his horse : 

And deans, no doubt, and chapters, with one votc^ 

As bound in duty, would confirm the choice. 

Behold your bishop ! well he plays his part» 

Christian in name, and ibfldel in heart. 

Ghostly in office, earthly tai his plan, 

A slave at court, elsewhere, a lady*s man. 

Dumb as a senator, and as a priest 

A piece of mere church-furniture at best ; 

To live estranged from God, his total scopa. 

And his end sure, without one glimpse of hopa. 

But fidr although and feasible it seem. 

Depend not much upon your golden dream \ 
Ftx Providence^ that seems conceru'd V %x«ta\i^ 
The haUow'd bench from absolute contom^ 
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In fplte of all the w riggl ef s Into plaee. 

Still keeps a seat or two for worth and grace ; 

And therefore *tit, that, though the sight be rare* 

We somettmes rae a Lowth or Bagot there. 

Besides, school>flrleiidships are not always foond, 

rhough ftdr in promise, permancnf and sound } 

The most disint*rested aiid Tirtooas minds. 

In eaity years connected, time unbinds ; 

New situations giye a diflnrent cast 

Of haMt, inclination, temper, taste : 

And he, that seem'd omr coonterpart at first, 

Soon shows the strong simiHtade rercrsed. 

Yonnf heads are giddy, and yonng hearts are warm. 

And make mistakes for manhood to reform. 

Boys are att best bat pretty bods nnblown, 

Whose scent and hnes are rather guessed than known. 

Each dreams that each is just what he appears, 

But learns his error in matmrer years. 

When disposition, like a sail unfuri*d. 

Shows all its rents and patches to the world. 

If, thereftire, eren when honest in design, 

A b^rish friendship may so soon decline, 

*Twere wiser sure t* inspire a little heart 

With Just iMiorrence of so mean a part. 

Than set your son to work at a yile trade 

For wages so unlikehr to be paid. 

Our pabUc hives of puerile resort, 
That are of chief and most apivov'd report, 
TO sudi base hopes, in many a sordid soul. 
Owe their repute in part, but not the whole. 
A principle, whose proud pretensions pass 
Vnquestten'd, though the Jewel be but i^ass^ 
That which a world, not often over-nice. 
Banks as a virtue, and is yet a vice ; 
Or ratiier a gross compound, Justiy tried 
Of envy, hatred, jealon^, and pride- 
Contributes most perhaps f enhance their fismc^ 
And emulation is its specious name. 
Bqys, once oa. fire with that contentious seal* 
Feel all the rage that female rivals IM i 
The mtee of beauty in a woman's eyes 
Not brighter than in thefars the scholar^ prise. 
The s|rfrit of that competition buxua 
l^'ith an ▼■rieties of ma Yiy tuxiA \ 
Each waMj in«in3iflm b&a ortm v(icmim« 
Jlesenti his fUlow's, ^ivUhes Vt ^cw \^>*% 
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Exults in bis miscarriage, if he fal]. 
Deems his reward too great, if he prevail. 
And labours to surpass him day and night. 
Less for improveroent than to tickle spite. 
The spur ia powerful, and I grant its force ; 
It pricks the genius forward in its course. 
Allows short time for play, and none for idoth j 
And, felt alike by each, advances both ; 
But Judge, where so much evil intervenes. 
The end, though plausible, not worth the means. 
Weigh, for a moment, classical desert 
Against a heart depraved and temper hurt ; 
Hurt too perhaps for lite ; for early wrong 
Done to the nobler part, affects it long ; 
And you are staunch indeed in learning's cause. 
If you can crown a disciplme, that draws 
Such mischiefs after it, with much applause. 

Connexion form'd for interest and endear*d 
By selfish views, thus censur'd and cashier'd } 
And emulation, as engend'ring hate, 
Doom'd to a no less ignominious fate : 
The props of such proud seminaries fall. 
The Jachin and the Boaz of them all. 
Great schools rejected then, as those that swell 
Beyond a size that can be manag'd well. 
Shall royal institutions miss the bays. 
And small academies win all the praise ? 
Force not my drift beyond its just intent, 
I praise a school as Pope a government ; 
So take my Judgment in his language dress*d, 
«• Whatever is best administer^ is best." 
Few boys are born w ith talents that excell. 
But all are capable of living well ; 
Then ask not, Whether limited or large? 
But, Watch they strictly, or neglect their charge? 
If anxious only, that their boys may leam. 
While morals languish, a despis'd concern. 
The great and small deserve one common blame, 
DifTrent in size, but in effect the same. 
Much zeal in virtue's cause all teachers boast. 
Though motives of mere lucre sway the mostj 
Therefore in towns and cities they abound. 
For there the game they seek te e««eat found j 
Though there, in spite of all tha-t coic c»xi ^, 
Tiapa to catch youth are most abundtamXiXno. 
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If shrewd, and of a well constxncted braiii. 
Keen in pursuit, and vig'roas to retain. 
Your son comes forth a prodigy of skill : 
As, wheresoever taught, so torm'd, be will ; 
The pedagogue, with self-complacent air. 
Claims more than half the praise as his due share. 
But if, with all his genius, he betray. 
Not more intelligent than loose and gay. 
Such vicious habits as disgjace his name, 
Threaten his health, his fortune, and his ftune ; 
Though want of due restraint alone have bred 
The symptoms that you see with so much dread ; 
Unenvied there, he may sustain alone 
The whole reproach, the fault was all his own. 

O tis a sight to be with Joy perus*d. 
By all whom sentiment has not abus'd; 
New-fangled sentiments, the boasted grace 
Of those who never feel in the right place; 
A sight surpass'd by none that we can show. 
Though Vestris on one leg still shine below j 
A father bless'd with an ingenuous son. 
Father, and friend, and tutor, all in one. 
How!-— turn again to tales long since forgot, 
iEsop, and Phsedrus, and' the rest 1— "Why not? 
He win not blush, that has a father's heart. 
To take in childish plays a childish part j 
But bends his sturdy back to any toy. 
That youth takes pleasure in, to please his boy j 
Then why resign into a stranger's hand 
A task so much within your own command. 
That God and nature, and your interest too. 
Seem with one voice to delegate to you ? 
Why hire a lodging in a house unknown, [own ? 

For one, whose tend^reat thoughts all hover rouud your 
This second weaning, needless as it is. 
How does it lac*n^ both your heart and his ! 
Th' indented stick that loses day by day 
Notch after notch, till all are smooth*d away. 
Bears witness, long ere his dismission come, 
"With what uitense desire he wants his home. 
But though the Joys he hopes beneath your roof 
Bid fair enough to answer in the proof. 
Harmless, and safe, and natural, aa >i^«^ vc«« 
A diaappointment waits bim eveu UvexQ *. 
Aniv'd, be feels an unexpected cYiox\c«t 
He UusbeB, bangB his head, ia «ihy aKA%Vx«x^^^ > 
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No longer takes, as once, with fearles ease. 

His fsT'rite stand between his father's knees, 

Bat seeks the corner of some distant seat, 

And eyes the dopr, and watches a retsreal^ 

And, least familiar where he should be most^ 

Feels all his happiest privileges lost. 

Alas, poor boy .'—the natural effect 

Ol love by absence chill'd into respect. 

Say, what accomplishments at school acquired* 

l^rings he to sweeten firuit so undesired , 

Thou well deserv'st an alienated son. 

Unless thy conscious heart acknowledge — noiie ; 

None that, in thy domestic snug recess. 

He had not made his own with more address. 

Though some perhaps, that shock thy feeling mind 

And better never learned, or left behind. 

Add too, that, thus estranged, thou canst obtain 

By no kind arts his confidence again ; 

That here begins with most that long complaint 

Of flUal firankness lost, and love grown faint. 

Which, oft neglected, in life's waning yean 

A parent pours into regardless ears. 

like caterpillars, dangling under trees 
By slender threads, and swinging in the breeze, 
Which filthily bewray and sore disgrace 
The boughs in which are bred th' unseemly race } 
While every worm industriously weaves 
And winds his web about the rivell'd leaves i 
So numerous are the follies, that annoy 
The mind and heart of every sfnightly boy j 
Imaginations noxious and perverse. 
Which admonition can alone disperse. 
Th' encroaching nuisance asks a faithful hand. 
Patient, affectionate, of high command. 
To dieck the procr^ttion of a breed 
Sure to exhaust the plant on which they feed. 
*Tis not enough, that Greek or Roman page. 
At stated hours, his freakish thoughts engage { 
Even in his pastimes he requires a friend. 
To warn, and teach him safely to unbend} 
O'er all his pleasures gently to preside, 
Watch his emotions, and control their tide i 

And levjing thus, and with an easy sway, 

Attucof profit from.Ms very p\a9, 

T* impress a value, not to \>e etas''&. 

On momenta squandsi'd eiae, wvAtusffi\»!i«a^^»'**s*» 
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And seems it nothing in a father's eje, 

That uniminroTed those many moments fly ? 

And is be well content bis son should find 

No noorisbment to feed bis growing mind. 

But conjugated verbs and nouns declin*d ? 

For such is all the mental food purreyM 

By puUic hackneys in the schooling trade . 

Who feed a pupil's intellect with store 

Of syntax, truly, but with little more ; 

Dismiss their cares, when they dismiss their flock-, 

Macbijies themselves, and govem*d by a clock. 

Pcrtiaps a father, bless*d with any brains. 

Would deem it no abuse, or waste of pains, 

T* imiwt)ve this diet, at no great expense, 

With sav*ry taruth and wholesome common sense ; 

To lead his son, for prospects of delight. 

To some not steep, though philosophic, height. 

Thence to exhibit to his wond'ring eyes 

Yon circling worlds, their distance and their size« 

The moons of Jove, and Saturn's belted ball. 

And the harmonious order of them all j 

To show him in an insect, or a flower. 

Such microscopic proof of skill and power. 

As, hid from ages past, God no.w displays. 

To combat atheists with in modern days ; 

To spread the earth before him, and commend. 

With designation of the finger's end. 

Its various parts to its attentive note, 

Thus bringing home to him the most remote ; 

To teach liis heart to glow with generous flame: 

Caught from the deeds of men ot ancient fume : 

And, more than all, with commendation due. 

To set some living worthy in his view. 

Whose fair example may at once inspire 

A wish to copy what he must admire. 

Such knowledge gained betimes, and which appears. 

Though solid, not too weighty for bis years. 

Sweet in itself, and not forbidding sport. 

When health demand it of athletic sort. 

Would make him — what some lovely boys bare been 

And more than one perhaps that I have seen — 

An evidence and reinrehension both 

Of the mere schoolboy's lean and istd^ ^ck'^N^a. 

Art thoa a man professloTkaSl^ t\edk. 
With all thj Au!nltie8 elsewhere a.p\».e<^, 
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Bnt, having: found him, be thna dake or earl. 

Show tboa hast sense enougrh to prize the pearl. 

And, as tiion woaldst th' advancement of thine heir 

In ail good faculties beneath his care, 

Respe^ as is bnt rational and just, 

A roan deem'd worthy of so dear a trust. 

Despis'd by thee, what more can he expect 

From youthful folly than the same neg^lcct ? 

A flat and fatal neg^ative obtains 

That instant upon all his future iMdns ; 

His lessons tire, his mild rebukes oOiend, 

And all th* instructions of thy 8on*s best friend 

Are a stream choked, or tricklingr to no end. 

Doom him not then to solitary meals ; 

But recollect that he has sense and feels ; 

And that, possessor of a soul refln'd. 

An uprig^ht heart, and cultivated mind, 

His post not mean, his talents not unknown. 

He deems it hard to vegetate alone. 

And, if admitted at thy board he sit. 

Account him no just mark for idle wit ; 

Offiend not him whom modesty restrains 

From repartee, with jokes that he disdains ; 

Much less transfix his feelings with an oath ; 

Nor fk'own, unless he vanish with the cloth— 

And, trust me, his utility may reach. 

To more than he is hired or bound to teaoh ; 

Much trash unutterM, and some ills undone. 

Through rev'rence of the censor of thy son. 

But, if thy table be indeed unclean, 
Foul with excess, and with discourse obscene. 
And thou a wretch, whom, following her old plan. 
The world accounts an honourable man. 
Because, forsooth, thy courage has been tried. 
And stood the test perhaps, on the wrong side { 
Though thou hadst never gjace enough to prove 
That any thing but vice could win thy love ;— 
Or hast thou a polite, card-playing wife. 
Chained to the routs tliat she ft'equents for life ; 
Who, just when industry begins to snore. 
Flies, wing'd with joy, to some coach-crowded door } 
And thrice in every winter throngs thine own 
With half the chariots and sedans lu Vssnv« 
Thyself meanwhile even sYiVftVni^ ap. \Jaoxx Tcv«5l^.^ 
N€>t very sober though, nov ^en cYasKa'^ 
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Or is thine house, though leAs superb thy rank. 
If not a scene of pleasure, a mere blank, 
And thou at best, and in thy sob'rest mood, 
A trifler vain, and empty of all good ? 
Though mercy for thyself thou canst have noue. 
Hear nature plead, show mercy to thy son. 
Saved from his home, where every day brings tatHi 
Some mischief fatal to his future worth, 
Find him a better in a distant spot, 
Within some pious pastor's humble cot. 
Where vile example (yours I chiefly mean. 
The most seducing, and the oft' nest seen) 
May never more be stamp'd upon his breast* 
Nor yet perhaps incurable inipress'd. 
Where early rest makes early rising sure 
Disease or comes not, or ilnds easy cure. 
Prevented much by diet neat and plain : 
Or, if it enter, soon starv'd out again : 
Where all th' attention of his faithful host. 
Discreetly limited to two at most. 
May raise such fruits as shall reward bLs care. 
And not at last evaporate in air ; 
Where, stillness aiding study, and his mind 
Serene, and to his duties much inclin'd. 
Not occupied in day-dreams, as at home. 
Of pleasures past, or follies yet to come. 
His virtuous t( il may terminate at list 
In settled habit, and decided taste.— 
But whom do I advise ? the fashion-led, 
Th' Incorriffibly wrong, the deaf, the dead. 
Whom care and cool deliberation suit 
Not better much than spectacles a brute : 
Who, if their sons some sligiit tuition share. 
Deem it of no great moment whose, or where t 
Too proud t' adopt the thoughts of one miknown. 
And much too gay t' have any of their own. 
But courage, man I methought the muse rcpiied» 
Mankind tire various, and the world is wide j 
The ostrich, stateliest of the feather'd kind 
And form'd of God without a parent's roiud, 
Commits her eggs incautious to the dust. 
Forgetful that the foot may crush the trust ; 
And, while on public nurseries they rely, 
Not knowing, and too oft not caiVu^, vi\i^. 
Irrational in what they thus pTe$«, 
JVb few, that would seem wise, Tc%cto\>Vi Yvct. 
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Bat all are not alike. Thy warning voice 
May here and there prevent erroneous choice; 
And some, perhaps, who, busy as they are. 
Yet make their progeny their dearest care, 
(Wliofle heart will ache, once told wliat ills may reach 
Their oflbpring', left upon so wild a beach,} 
VnVk need no stress of argument t' enforce 
Th' expedience of a less advent'rous course : 
The rest will slight thy counsel, or concicmn ; 
))ut <i^y have human feelings, turn to them. 
To you then, tenants of litems middle state. 
Securely placed between the small and greats 
^'hose character, yet undebauch'd, retains 
Two-thirds of all the virtue that remams. 
Who, wise yourselves, desire your son should loam 
Your wisdom and your ways— to you I turn. 
Look round yoa on a world perversely blind i 
See what contempt is fallen on human kind i 
See wealth abused, and dignities misplaced. 
Great titles, ofBces, and trusts disgraced. 
Long lines of ancestry, renown'd of old. 
Their noble qualities aJl quench'd and cold ; 
See Bedlam's closeted and hand-cuETd charge, 
Surpass'd in phrenzy by the man at large ; 
See great commanders making war a trade, 
Great lawyers, lawyers without study made ; 
Churchmen, in whose esteem their bless'd employ 
Is odious, and their wages all their Jo^, 
Who, far enough from furnishing their shelves 
With Gospel lore, turn infidels themselves; 
See womanhood despis*d, and manhood shamed 
With infamy too nauseous to be named. 
Fops at all comers, ladylike in mien, 
Civeted fellows, smelt ere they are seen. 
Else coarse and rude in maimers, and their tongue 
On fire with curses, and with nonsense bung, 
Kowflush*d with drunkenness, now with whoredom pale. 
Their breath a sample ot last night's regale ; 
See volunteers in all the vilest arts. 
Men well endow'd, of honourable parts, 
Design'd by Nature wise, but self-made fools ; J 

All these, and more like these, were bred at schools \ ^ 
And if it chance, as sometimes chance SX. vi>\\. 
That, tbough school-bred, the \>oy Vj© NVrt»XiM» vS\% 
Such rare exceptions, shining in the ^wcV, 
Ptore, rather than impeach, the ivv^it teuvKri^\ 
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As here and there a twinkling: star descried 
Serves but to show how black is all beside. 
Now look on him, whose very voice in tone 
Just echoes thine, whose features are thine own. 
And stroke his polishM check of purest red. 
And lay thine hand upon his flaxen head. 
And say, my boy, th* unwelcome hour is come, 
A^'hen thou, transplanted from thy grenial home. 
Must find a colder soil and bleaker air. 
And trust for safety to a stranger's care ; 
"What character, What turn thou wilt assume 
From constant converse with I know not whom } 
Who there will court thy friendship, with whatTiew; 
And, artless as thou art, whom thou wilt choose ; 
Though much depends on what thy choice shall be^ 
Is all chance-meUlcy and unknown to me, 
Canst tliuu, the tear just trembling on thy lips. 
And while the dreadlul risk forseen forbids, 
Free too, and under no constraining force. 
Unless the sway of custom warp thy course j 
Lay such a stake upon the losing side. 
Merely to gratify so bhiid a guide ? 
Thou canst not. Nature pulluig at thine heart. 
Condemns th' unfatherly, th' imprudent part. 
Thou would'st not, dcuf to nature's tend'rest plea. 
Turn him adriit upon a rolling sea. 
Nor say " Go thither," conscious that tliere lay, 
A brood of aspb, or quicksands in his way ; 
Then only governed by the self same rule 
Of natural pity send him not to school. 
No— guard him better. Is he not thine own. 
Thyself in miniature thy flesh, thy bone ? 
And hop'st thou not (*tis every father's hope) 
That, since thy strength must with thy years elopa 
And thou wilt need some comfort to assuage 
Health's last farewell, a staff to thine old age. 
That then, in recompense of all thy cares. 
Thy child shall show respect to thy grey hairs. 
Befriend thee, of all otlier friends bereft^ 
And give thy life its only cordial left Y 
Aware then how much danger intervenes. 
To compass that good end, forecast the means. 
His heart now passive yields to thy command 
Secure it tbine, its key is in tYvy \\«aLvi. 
Jf thou desert thy charge, and throvi \t ^\i\fc» 
^'or beed what guests there enter mvA t^Aiie, 



Howe'er he slight thee, thou ha=t done thy part. 
Oh, barb'rous ! wouklst thou vvitli a Gothic hi 
Pulldown the schools— what !— alltl'.etclucls i" lli 
Or throw them up to livery nags and grooms. 
Or turn them into shops and auction-rooms ? — 
A ciqitioas question, sir, (and yours is one,) 
Deserves on answer similar, or none. 
Wooldst thou, possessor of a flock, employ 
(Apprized that be is such) a careless boy. 
And feed him well, and give liim handsome pay, 
Merely to sleep, and let them run astray ? 
Survey our schools and colleges, and see 
A sight not much unlike my simile. 
FVom education as the leading cause. 
The public character its colour draws ; 
ThMice the prevailing manners take their ca^^t, 
^rtravagant or sober, loose or chaste. 
And though I would not advertise them yet, 
Nor write on each—TJbw building to be Ut^ '• 
Unless the world were all prepar'd t' embrace 
A plan well worthy to supply their place ; 
Yet, backward as they are, and long have been. 
To cultivate and keep the moraU clean, 
(Forgive the crime) I wish them, I confess. 
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TO THB 

REV. W. CAWTHORNE UNWIN. 

Unwin, I should but ill repay 

The kindness of a (ricnd, 
Whose worth deserves as warm a lay 

As ever friendship penn'd. 
Thy name ommitted in a page 
That wonld reclaim a Ticioos a^. 

A union form'd, as mine with thee. 

Not rashly, or in sport. 
May be as lervent in degree* 

And faithful in its sort. 
And may as rich in comfort prove 
As that of true fhitemal love. 

The bud inserted in the rind. 

The bud of peach or rose, 
Adorns, though difiering in its kiud» 

The stock whereon it grows. 
With flower as sweet, or fruit as lisir* 
As if produced by Nature there. 

Not rich, I render what I may, 

I seize thy name in haste. 
And place it in this first essay. 

Lest this should prove the last, 
'Tis where it should be — in a plan 
That holds in view the good of man. 

The poet's lyre, to fix his fame. 

Should be the poet's heart } 
Aflfeclion lights a brighter flame 

Than ever blazed by art. 
No muses on these lines attend, 
/ sink the poet in the Meud, 
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AN 

EPISTLE TO JOSEPH HILL, Esq. 

DiAB JosBrH— five and twenty years a^o— 
Alas, how time escapes !— 'tis even so— 
Vlith ft'eqaent intercourse, and always sweet. 
And always firiendly, we were wont to cheat 
A tedioas hour~and now we never meet I 
As some grave gentleman in Terence says, 
('Twas therefore much the same in andent days) 
Good lack, we know not what to-morrow hrUi^s— 
Strange fluctuation of all human things I 
True. Changes will befall, and friends may part. 
But distance only cannot change the heart : 
And ware I call'd to prove th' assertion true, 
One proof should serve— a reference to you. 

Whence comes it, then, that in the wane of life. 
Though nothing have occnr'd to kindle strife, 
We find the firiends we fancied we had won. 
Though num'rous once, reduc'd to few or none ? 
Can gold grow worthless, that has stood the touch ? 
Ko ; gold they seem'd, but they were never such. . 

Horatio*s servant once, with bow and cringe. 
Swinging the parlour door upon its hinge. 
Dreading a negative, and overaw*d 
Lest he should trespass, begg'd to go abroad. 
Go, fellow!— whither?— turning short about— 
Kay. Stay at home— you're always going out. 
*Tis but a step, sir, just at the street's end.— 
For what ?— An*t please you, sir to see a flriend. — 
A flriend I Horatio cried and seem*d to start — 
Yea marry shalt thou, and with all ray heart; 
And fetch my cloak ; for, though the night be raw, 
1*11 see him too— the first I ever saw. 

I knew the man, and knew his nature mild. 
And was his plaything often when a child ; 
But somewhat at that moment pinch'd him close. 
Else he was seldom bitter or morose. 
Perhaps his confidence Just then betray'd. 
His grief might prompt him with the wpescYv Vft\Wb»!fe\ 
Perbapa 'twas mere goodhnmout ^5K«%V\.Xs«eOa* 
Tbe barmleas play of pleasantry «xv^ xcvNs^Ccv. 
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AN EPISTLE TO J. HILL, ESQ. 



Howe*er it was, his lang^ag^e, in my mind. 
Bespoke at least a man that knew mankind. 

But not to moralize too mach, and strain 
To prove an evil of which all complain, 
(I hate long arguments verbosely span). 
One story more, dear Hill, and I have done. 
Once on a time an emp'ror, a wise man. 
Kg matter where, in China or Japan, 
Decreed, that whatsoever shoold offend 
Again&t the well-known duties of a friend, 
Ck>nvicted once, should ever after wear 
Bat half a coat, and show his bosom bare. 
The punishment importing this, no doubt, 
lliat all was naught within, and all found out, 

O happy Britain ! we have not to fear 
Such hard and arbitrary measure here ; 
Else, could a law, like that which I relate. 
Once have a sanction of our triple state. 
Some few, that I have known in days of old. 
Would run most dreadful risk of catching cold ; 
While you, my friend, whatever wind should blow. 
Might traverse England safely to and flro. 
An honest man, close button*d to the chin. 
Broad cloth wiUiout, and a warm heart within. 



i 
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THE 

YEARLY DISTRESS, 

OR TITHINO-TIMB AT STOCK, I» ESSKX. 

TcnM addiMted to a eouotrjr Cleixyraan complaining of th« 4'n»grM« 
•bfciMM o' the day annually appointed for rcoviving the UthoBM tht» 
BmrmauMMm. 



pMVOuAge 



CoMK, ponder well, for *tis no jest. 
To laugh it would be wrong. 

The troubles of a worthy priest. 
The burden of my song. 

Tliii priest he merry is and blithe 

Three quarters of a year. 
But oh ! it cuts him like a scythe, 

Tithing-time draws near. 

He then is full of frights and fears, 

Aa one at point to die. 
And long before the day appears 

He heaves up many a sigh. 

For then the farmers come Jog, jog. 

Along* the miry road. 
Each heart as heavy as a log. 

To make their payments good. 

In sooth, the sorrow of such days 

Is not to be express'd, 
When he that takes and he that pays 

.^re both alike distressed. 

Now all unwelcome at his gates 
The clumsy 8waiu« aUeYit,, 

With ruefal races an&Y>^'QLV«>^A!«>-- 
He trembles at the s\t^\iV. 



$00 THE YEARLY DISTRESS. 

And well he may, for well he knows 

Each bampkia of the clan. 
Instead of paying what he owes. 

Will cheat him if he can. 

So in they come— each makes his ley. 

And flings his head before. 
And looks as if he came to beg. 

And not to quit a score. 

" And how does miss and madam do. 

The little boy and aU ?" 
'* AU tight and well. And how do yoa. 

Good Mr What-d'ye-call ?" 

The dinner comes, and down th^ sit : 
Where e'er such hungry folk ? 

There's little talking, and no wit; 
It is no time to joke. 

One wipes his nose upon his sleeve, 

One spits upon the floor. 
Yet, not to give offence or grieve. 

Holds up the dotli before. 

The punch goes round, and they are dull 

And lumpish still as ever ; 
Like barrels with their bellies full. 

They only weigh the heavier. 

At length the busy time begins, 
*' Ck>me neighbours, we must wag — ** 

The money chhiks, down drop their chlns^ 
Each lugging out his bag. 

One talks of mildew and of fk'ost. 

And one of storms of hail. 
And one of pigs, that he has lost 

fiy maggots at the tail. 

Quoth one, " A rarer maxi than yon 

In palpit none shall Yieax *. 
But yet, methinks, to te\\^Qfa\srae, 
you sell it plaguy deai*" 



80KNKT. 801 

O why are farmers made so coarse. 

Or clerg^y made so fine ? 
A kick* that scarce would move a horse. 

May kill a sound diviiie. 

Theii let the boobies stay at home j 

'Twoold cost him, I dare say, 
Less trouble taking tvrice the snxn. 

Without the clowns that i>ay. 



SONNET 

ADDRESSb'U TO UKN'RT COWPBR, CSQ. 



Ou hit e-.nphatloal ftn<l Inierenting deli««ry of the IMImM of Warren 
na«tings, Eaq in the Houm of LirU^ 

CowFBR, whose silver voice, task'd sometimes bard, 

Leirends prolix delivers in the ears 

(Attentive when thou read'st) of EnKland*s peers. 
Let verse at length yield thee thy just reward. 

Thou wast not heard with drowsy disregard. 
Expending late on all that length of plea 
Thy gen*rou8 powers ) but silence honoar'd thee, 

Mute has e*er gazed on orator or bard. 

Thou art not voice alone, but hast beside 
Both heait and head ; and cnuldst with music sweet 
Of Attic phrase and senatorial tone, 
Like thy renow'd forefathers, far and wide 
Thy fame dlflbse, praised not for utterance meet 
Of ofheri' speech, but magic of thy own. 



t 
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LINES 

ADDRK8SKO TO DB. DARWIV. 

Author of Th« ' Dotanie Garden.' 

Two Poets* (poets, by report. 

Not oft so well agree) : 
Sweet Harmonist of Flora*a court ! 

Conspire to honour Thee. 

They best can jndgre a poet's WOTth, 
A\ho oft themselves have known 

The pangs of a poetic birth 
By labours of their own. 

We therefore pleasM extol thy song. 

Though various yet complete. 
Rich in embellishment as strong. 

And learned as 'tis sweet. 

No envy mingles with our praise, 
Though, could our hearts repine 

At any poet's happier lays, 
Tliey would — ^they must at thine. 

But we, in mutual bondage knit 

Of ft1endship*s closest tie. 
Can gaze on even Darwin*s wit 

With an ui^aundic'd eye ; 

And deem tlie bard, whoe'er he be* 

And howsoever known. 
Who would not twine a wreath for Tbce, 

Unworthy of his own. 

' Al'udiog to tb9 poMn by Mr Husley, ivVvi^ MfiQuyBV>^Nii4 ^Ssmia Uvu 
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ON 

RS. MONTAGU'S FEATHER-HANGINGS. 

Tb> birds put off their every hue. 
To dress a room for Montagru. 

The Peacock sends his heavenly dyes. 
His rainbowM and his ttarry ejfet; 
The Pheasant plumes, which round enfold 
His mantling: neck with downy gold ; 
The Ck)ck his aroh'd tail's azure show : 
And, river-blanch'd, the Swan his snow. 
All Mbes beside of Indian name. 
That glossy shine, or vivid flame, 
"Where rises, and where sets the day, 
Whatever they boast of rich and gay, 
Contribute to the gorgeous plan. 
Proud to advance it all they can. 
This plumage neither dashing shower. 
Nor blasts, that shake the dripping bower, 
Shall drench again or discompose. 
But, screen'd from every storm that blows 
It boasts a splendour ever new, 
Safe with protecting Montagu. 

To the same patroness resort. 
Secure of fovour at her court. 
Strong Genius, flrom whose forge of thought 
Forms rise, to qiiick perfection wrought, 
"Which, though new-bom, with vigour move, 
Liite Pallas springing arra*d fh>m Jove — 
Imagination scatf ring round 
^'ild ro^es over furrow'd ground. 
Which Labour of his frown beguile. 
And teach Philosophy a smile- 
Wit flashing on Religion's side. 
Whose flres, to sacred Truth applied. 
The gem, though luminous before. 
Obtrude on human notice more. 
Like sunbeams on the golden hel^lvt 
Of some tall temple pVsyVns Yn\%;>QX— 
Weli-tutor'd Learning, tcom \na >aoo>L%, 
Di8mi8s*d with grave, not Y«!aitXAl»V50*** 
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804 VERSES BT A. SELKIRK. 

Their order on his fihelvea exact. 
Not more barmonioas or compact 
Than that, to which he keeps confln*d 
The various treasures of his miiid — 
All these to Montagu's repair, 
Ambitions of a shelter tbere. 
There Genius, Learning, Fancy, Wit, 
Their ruffled plui^age calm refit, 
(For stormy troubles loudest roar 
Around theu: flight who highest soar) 
And in her eye, and by her aid. 
Shine sate without a fear to fade. 

She thus maintains divided sway 
With yon bright regent of the day ; 
The plume and poet both, we know, 
Tlicir liistre to his influence owe ; 
And she the works of Phoebus aiding. 
Both poet saves and plume from fadinj 



VERSES 

Suppo*t(l t<> be written hy Alexander Selkirk, duiing hisso'ltar}- nbod« 
the i.lantl of Juan Femandcs. 

I AM monarch of all I survey. 
My right there is none to dispute ' 

From the centre all round to the sea, 
I am lord of the fowl and the brute. 

Solitude ! where are the charms 
That sages have seen in thy face ? 

Better dwell in the midst of alarms, 
Than reign in this horrible place. 

1 am out of humanity's reach, 

I must finish my journey alone, 
Never hear the sweet music of speech, 

I start at the sound ot my own. 
Tbe beasts, that roam o^et tY» v^*^ 

My form with Indiffctcuce m«\ 
They are bo unacqvjaintcfli vrtfti tci«T\.t 
Their tameness is »\\ocWs\|s to m^ 
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Sociefy, friendship, and love. 

Divinely bestow'd upon man, 
O, had I the wings of a dove. 

How soon would I taste yon again 1 
My sorrows I then might assoagie 

In the ways of religion and truth. 
Might learn from the wisdom of age, 

And be cheer'd by the sallies of youth. 

Religion \ what treasure untcdd 

Resides in that heavenly word ! 
More precious than silver and gold. 

Or all tiiat this earth can afford. 
But the sound of the church-going bell ( 

These valleys and rocks never heard, I 

Never sighed at the sound of a knell. 

Or smiled when a Sabbath appearM. 

Ye winds that have made me your sport, 

Convey to this desolate shore 
Some cordial endearing report 

Of a land I shall visit no more. 
My fiiends, do they now and then aend 

A wish or a thought after me ? 
O tell me I yet have a friend. 

Though a friend I am never to see* 

How fleet is a glance of the mfaid ! 

Compared with the speed of its fligfai. 
The tempest itself lags behind. 

And the swift-winged airows of light. 
When I think of my own native buid. 

In B moment I seem to be there ; 
But alas I recollection at hand 

Soon hurries me back to despair. 

But the sear-fowl is gone to her nest. 
The beast is laid down in his lair ; 
Even here is a season of rest, 

And I to my cabin repair. 
There's mercy in every place. 

And mercy, encouraging tYioTiigliW 
Qivea even alflictlon a grace. 
And reconciles man to h\a \Q^* 
U 



IDEM LATINE EEDDITUS 

Qu«in raro pulchrai iiiilclira placere potol 

S« n^t In partes gens anliuoBa <lua« i 
lITc ^bi TCTI^i^B AmRryllla cuidida cultoi, 
IlUc purpano viullcat ore Koba. 

Diim lihL rautotum ciec andiqQB nnmlna nl 
Jiuque laam, multo carmiiiQ fulta, protet 

AltlOT eaittt ilia, et celto rertlce nntat, 
Imperil, EcrptriuD, Flora quod ipu s"™' 



HU Dbl ttSttm loror «t, petit ntraqoB 
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THE POPLJR FIELD. 



Tbx poplar3 are felled, farewell to the shade. 
And the whispering sound of the cool colonnade ; 
The winds play no longer and sing in the leaves. 
Nor Oose on bis bosom their image receives. 

Twelve years have elapsM, since I last took a view 
Of my favourite field, and the bank where they grew 
And now in the grass behold they are laid. 
And the tree is my seat, that once lent me a shade. 

The blackbird has fled to another retreat. 
Where the hazels afford him a screen from the heat. 
And the scene, where his melody charm*d me before. 
Resounds with his sweet-flowing ditty no more. 

My fugitive years are all hasting away. 

And 1 must ere long lie as lowly as they. 

With a turf on my breast, and a stone on my head. 

Ere another such grove shall arise in its stead, 

"lis a sight to engage me, if any thing can. 
To muse on the perishing pleasures of man : 
Though his lite be a dream, his enjoyments, I see. 
Have a been less durable even than he.* 



• Mr Cowptr ftflcrwurda altered ihUIast stenn in the foUowlng njin* 

The ehiinge both my heert and my fimey employe, 
I reflflot on the ftmllty of man, and hli Joyi { 
0hort-liv'd ae we are, yer our pleasures, we eee. 
Have a ettU shorter date, and die ammer than wtb 



\ 
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IDEM LATINE REDDITUM 

PoruLBS cecidit gratissima copia silvee, 
Ck>ntica6re, susarri omnlsque evaiiait ombrv 
Nulls jam levibos se miscent firondiboi anne, 
£t uulla in fluvio ramorum ladit ima|^. 

Hei mibi ! bis senos dam lucta torqaeor ■nnot. 
His cogor silvis sueloque carere recessu. 
Cum sero rediens, stratasque in gramine cemeoi^ 
Insedi arboribos, sub qoeis errare solebam. 

Ah nbl none menilse cantas ? FeUdor ilium 
Silvategit, dune nondara permlssa Upenni ; 
Scilicet ezustos colles camposque patentes 
Odit, et indignans et non x^ditoros aUvit. 

8ed qnl succisas doleo saccidar et ipse, 
Et prios buic parilis qoam crererit altera sflrft 
Flebor, et, exscqaiis parvis donatus, habebo 
Dctizum lapidem tumulique cabantis aoervnm. 

Tarn 8ubit6 pcriise videns tarn digna maoere, 
AgnoBCo hamanas sortes et tristia fata~ 
Sit licdt ipse brevls, volacrique similUmas nmbn^ 
Est homiiti brevior citiiisque obitora volaptas. 



VOTUM. 

O Matutini rorcs, auneqae salubres, 
O nemora, et laetae rivis felicibos be^ie, 
Graminel colles, et amoenae in valUbiis umbra I 
Fata mod6 dederint quas olim in rere patemo 
Delidas, pnxml arte, procul formidine novL 
Qakm vellem ignotos, qood mens mea semper at^mi^ 
Ante Jarem propriam p\aicidBmex\^«cKMt« venactaiii. 
Tarn dcmiim, exacUs non inteWdUKX vaoin^ 
Sortiri taciturn lapldetn. atxt a^ caawsR** om^V 
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CICINDELA. 

BT YINCSNT BOVONS. 

Sub sepe exiguum est, nee rar6 in margine ripae, 

Reptile, quod lucet nocte, dieque latet. 
Vermis habet speciem, sed habet de lumine nomen % 

At prisca a fama non liquet, unde micet. 
Fleiique a caud& credunt procedere lumen ; 

Nee desunt, credunt qui rutilare caput. 
Nam superas stellas quae nox accendit, et iUi 

Parcam eadem lucem dat, moduloque parem. 
Forsitan hoc prudens voluit Natnra caveri, 

Ne pede qnis duro reptile contereret : 
Exiffuam, in tenebris ne pressum offenderet uUus, 

Pnetendi voluit forsitan ilia facem. 
Sire osum hunc Natura parens, seu maluit iUum, 

Haad flmstrs accensa est lux, radiique dati. 
Ponite Tos fastus, humiles nee spemite, magni ; 

Qoando babet et minimum reptile, quod niteat 



1. THE GLOW-WORM. 



TBANSLATION OP THB PORBOOIXO. 

Bbnbath tbe. hedge, or near the stream 

A worm is Icnown to stray ; 
That shows by nigrht a lucid beam. 

Which disappears by day. 

Disputes have been, and still prevail, 

fl'om whence his rays proceed; ' i 

Some ^ve that hono\u to Y^ ts^\« 

And others to his liead. 



810 CORNICULA. 

But this is snre— the hand of night. 
That kindles up the skies. 

Gives Am a modicum of light 
Proportion'd to hia size. 

Perhaps indulgrent Nature meant* 
By such a lanip befttow'd, 

To bid the trav'ller, as he went. 
Be careful where he trod : 

Nor crush a worm, whose useful light 
Might serve, however small. 

To show a stumbling-stone by night. 
And save bim trom a fall. 

'Whate*cr she meant this truth divine 

Is legible and plain, 
'Tis power aimij^hty bids him shine, 

Nor bids him shine iu vain. 



Ye proud and wealthy, let this theme 
Teach humbler thoughts to you, 

Since such a reptile lias its gem 
And boasts its splendour too. 



COKNICULA. 



BT YIXCENT BOUKXK. 



Nigra s inter aves avis est, quse plurima tti 

Antiquas eedes, celeaque fana colit. 
Nil tarn sublime est, quod non audace volati 

Aeriis spernens, inferiora, petit. 
Quo nemo ascendat, cui non vertigo cerebri 

Corripiat, certe bunc seligit ilia locum. 
Quo vix a terra tu susv^c^s absque tremore* 

/JIs raetus expera \uco\uTnVMv^\e «k«^«\.. 
Lamina delubri supra laRtt«>m n wX.^ 
Qua cceli spiret Ae Tcgtone, Ai\c«X\ 



THE JACKDAW. 811 

HftDC ea pne reliquis mavalt, secora peridi. 

Nee carat, nedukn cogitat, onde cadat. 
Res inde hamanas, sed summa per otia, spectat, 

Et nihil ad sese, qaas videt, esse videt. 
Concursos spectat, plate&que nei^otia in omni, 

Omnia pro nQgis at sapienter habet. 
Clamores, quas infra audit, si for&itan audit, 

Fro rebuB nihili negligit, et crocitat. 
lUe tibi invideat, felix Comicola, pennas. 

Qui sic taumanis rebus abesse velit. 



II. THE JACKDAW. 

TRANSLATION OF TUB FOBSOOIN'O. 



Tbbrx is a bird, who by bis coat. 
And tgr the hoarseness of his note. 

Might be snppos'd a crow; 
A great frequenter of the church. 
Where bislioi>-li1be he finds a perch« 

And dormitory too. 

Above the steeple shines a plate. 

That turns and turns, to indicate [ 

From what point blows the weather : - 

Look up — your brains begin to swim, 
*Tis in the clouds— that pleases him ) 

He chooses it the rather. 

Fond of the speculative height, 
Thither he wings his airy flight* 

And' thence securely sees 
The bustle and the raree-show. 
That occupy mankind below, 

Secure and at his ease. 

You think, no doubt, he ^V» «ci^ tcv\»«^ 
On Aiture broken bones vc\& \ffx)Nae»^ 
// he should clMnce to tsX\. 
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Uiucb o*,Xof hft^«™8 ®tf2;%- reeiP'^ 







THE OBICKBT^ S18 

Muresve oariosi, 
Furumque delicatam 
Valgus domesticoram i 
Sed tatus in camini 
Recessibas, quiete 
Contentus et cBiore, 



Beatior Ciead&. 
Quae te referre fonn& 
Qnse voce te vldetur ; 
Et saltitans per herbas, 
Unius, haud secundse, 
iEstatis est chorista ; 
Tu carmen integnratam 
Reponis ad Decembrem. 
Lsetus per universom 
Incontinenter annum. 

Te nulla lux relinquit, 
Te nulla noz revisit, 
Non musicse vacantem, 
Curisve non solutum : 
Quin amplies canendo, 
Quin amplies fruendo, 
^tatulam, vel omnl, 
Quam nos horonnciones 
Absumimus qnerendo, 
iCtate loug^orem. 



III. THE CRICKET. 

TRANSLATION OF THK FOREGOIXO. 

Little inmate, full of mirth, 
Chirping on my liitchen hearth, 
Wberesoe*er be thine abode. 
Always harbixvKei ot |[QfO^« 



314 8D£ILE AOrr IN 8IMILB. 

Pay me for thy wann retreat 
With a song more soft and sweet | 
In return thoa sbalt receive 
Sach a stndn as I can g\xe. 

Thus thy praise shall be express**!, 
InoGfenRive, welcome ^aest ; 
While the rat b on the scout. 
And the mouse with curious snout I 
With what vermin else infest 
Every dish, and spoil the best; 
Frisking thus before the fire. 
Thou hast all thine heart's desire. 

Though in voice and shape they be 
Form'd as if akin to thee. 
Thou surpassest, happier far. 
Happiest grasshoppers that are ; 
Theirs is but a summer's song, 
Thine endures the whiter long, 
Unimpair'd, and shrill, and clear. 
Melody throughout the year. 

Neither night, nor dawn of day, 
Puts a period to thy play : 
Sing then— and extend thy span 
Far beyond the date of man. 
Wretched man whose years are spent 
In repining discontent, 
Lives not, aged though be be. 
Half a span, compar'd with thee. 



SIMILE AGIT IN SIMILE. 

BT VINCXNT BOURNS, 

CinttBTATUB, pictisque ad Thiada Psittacua alia, 
MiasuM ab £00 monos amante ^ev&iL 
Aadllit mandat primam foTmaxeVMV(»^iaA« 
ArcbididascaUaB dat slbi Tba&ft o^oa* 



THE PABBOT. 815 

Psittace, idt Tbaii flng:itqae sonantUt molle 

Basia, qnie docilis molle refingit avis. 
Jam capiat, jam dimidiat tjrunculas ; et Jam 

Integrat aaditos articol^ae snnos. 
Psittace mi palcber pulchelle, hera dicitalnmno, 

Psittace mi palclier, reddit alamnus heras. 
Jamqae canit, ridet, deciesqoe 8eg:rotat in tiora» 

Et Tocat ancillas nomine qaaroqae soo. 
Moltaqoe scurratur roendax, et maltajocatur, 

Et lepido popalum dctinet augario. 
Nanc tremulum illudet fratrem, qui suspicit, et Pol ! 

Carnalis, quisquis te docet, inquit, homo est } 
Argrutse nunc stridet anus argatolns instar ; 

Respicit, et nebulo es, qaisquis es, inqult anas. 
Quandu fuit mclior lyro, meliorve mag^istra i 

Quando dno ingeniis tarn coiere pares ! 
Ardua discenti nulla est, res nulla docenti 

Ardua ; cum doceat foemina, discat avis. 



IV. THE PARROT. 

TRANSLATION OF TBB FORBOOINO. 

In painted plumes superbly dress*d, 
A native of the g^orgeous east. 

By many a billow toss'd, 
Poll grains at lengrth the British shore. 
Part of the captain's precious store, 

A present to his toast. 

Belinda's maids are soon preferr'd 
To teach him now and then a word. 

As Poll can master it ; 
But 'tis her own important charge. 
To qualify him more at largre, 

And make him quite a wit. 

Sweet PoUl his doal^s x«v\%tt«B.i cekm« 
flfweet PoU ! the mivnic Y«x«i Ttiv\k*a \ 
And calls BlxyoA tot «ac^* 



310 fbiob's chlos akd bdphelia. 

She next instraots btm In the kks f 
Tit now a little one like Bfiie, 
And now a hearty emadc. 

At first he aims at what he hears, 
And, list'ning close with both his ears. 

Just catches at tlie soand ; 
But soon articolates alond. 
Much to th* amusement of the crowd. 

And stuns the neig^hbours round. 

A querulous old woman's voice 
His hiim'rous talent next employs } 

He scolds, and gives the lie. 
And now he sings, and now Is sick. 
Here Sally, Susan, come, come quick. 

Poor Poll is like to die 

Belinda and her bird ! 'tis rare. 

To meet with such a well-match*d pair. 

The languagre and the tone. 
Each character in every part 
Sustain'd with so much grace and art. 

And both in unison. 

When children first begin to spell. 
And stammer out a syllable. 

We think them tedious creatures j 
But diiBculties soon abate. 
When birds are to be taught to prate. 

And women are the teachers. 



TRANSLATION OF 

PRIOR'S CHLOE AND EUPHELIA, 

MxacATOR, viglles ocnlos ut fallere poesit, 
^Tofoine sab flcto trans mare xnitt^ ct^ca ; 
Lcne sooat Jiqoidamqae tdmoa YM^fXtA. ^Swstt^ 
Sed Bolam ezoptant tc, laea f o**» CtAt^. 



THI BI8T0BT OF J. OILFIK. 81^ 

Ad Bpecnlam (vnabat nitidos EapbeUa crines, 
Cam dixit mea lax. Hens, cane, suine ^rram. 

Namqae lyram Joxta positam com carmine vidit, 
Saave qaidem carmen dulcisonamqoe lyram. 

FUa lyrs vocemqne paro, saspiria saryant, 
F.t miscent nameris monnora moesta meis, 

Damqae tnse memoro laudes, Eaphelia, formse, 
Tota anima interea pendet ab ore CblOes. 

Sabitibet ilia padore, et contrahit altera frontem. 
Me torquet mea mens conscia, psallo, tremo | 

Atque Capidinea dixit Dea cincta corona. 
Heal fallendi aitem quam didicere parum. 



THS BIYJCHTUTG 

HISTOKY OF JOHN GILPIN. 



Bbowiag how b* went fiirthcr than be intended, and eame Mb born* 

•gain. 



John Gilpin was a citizen 

Of credit and renown, 
A trainband captain eke was he 

Of famous London town, 

John Gilpin's spouse said to her dear. 
Though wedded we have been 

These twice ten tedious years ; yet w* 
No holiday hare seen. 

To-morrow is oar wedding-dK}. 

And we will thsn xepaVi 
Uisto the Bell at SdmontoA 

Ail in a chaise and pair. 
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My sister, and my sister's child. 

Myself, and children tbree, 
Will fill the chaise ; so yoa mast ride 

On hor;>ebaclc after we. 

He soon replied, I do admire 

Of womanliind bat one, 
And you are she, my dearest dear. 

Therefore it shall be done. 

I am a linen draper bold. 

As all the world doth Icnow, 
And my good friend the calender 

Will lend his horse to go. 

Quoth Mrs Gilpin, That's well said i 

And for that wine is dear. 
We will be fumish'd with our own. 

Which is both bright and clear. 

John Gilpin klss'd his loving wife : 

O'eijoy'd was he to find 
That, though on pleasure she was bent. 

She had a firugal mind. 

The morning came, the chaise was brought. 

But yet was not allow'd 
To drix'e up to the door, lest all 

Should say that she was proud. 

So three doors off the chaise was stay'd. 

Where they did all get in ; 
Six precious souls, and all agog 

To dash through thick and thin. 

Smack went the whip, round went the wheels. 

Were never folks so glad. 
The stones did rattle underneath. 

As if Chcapside were mad. 

John Gilpin at his horse's side 
Seiz'd fast the ILowViic maxA, 
And up he got, in haste to T\^«t 
fiat soon came dowus«siitt« 
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For saddletree scarce reach'd had he, 

His journey to begin. 
When, turning round his head, be saw 

Three cnstomers come to. 

So down he came ; for lots of time. 

Although it grievM him sore. 
Yet loss of pence, fall well he knew 

Would trouble him much more. 

Twas long before the customers 

Were suited to their mind. 
When Betty screaming came down stairs, 

< The wine is left behind 1* 

Good lactc I quoth he— yet bring it me. 

My leathern belt likewise. 
In which I bear my trusty sword. 

When I do exercise. 

Now Mistress Gilpin (carefol soul !) 

Had two stone bottles found. 
To hold the liquor that she lov'd. 

And keep it safe and sound. 

Each bottle had a curling ear. 

Through which the belt he drew. 
And hung a bottle on each side. 

To make his balance true. 

Then over all, that he might be 

Equipped from top to toe. 
His long red cloak, well brush'd and neat. 

He manfully did throw. 

Now see him mounted once again 

Upon his nimble steed. 
Full slowly pacing o'er the stones 

With caution and good heed. 

But finding soon a smoother road 

Beneath his well shod feet. 
The snorting beast Y>esain to tic^ 

Wliich gaU*d him Ui Ula 
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So, fair and softly, John he cried, 

Bat John he cried in vain i 
That trot became a gallop soon, 

lu spite of corb and rein. 

So stooping down, as needs he moat 

Who caiinot sit upright. 
He grasped the mane with both his hand 

And eke with all his might. 

His horse, who never in that sort 

Had handled been before, 
What thing upon his back had got 

Did wonder mcnre and more and mora. 



Away went Gilpin, neck or noaght; 

Away went hat and wig ; 
He little dreamt when he set oat| 

Of running such a rig. 

The wind did blow, the cloak did fly. 

Like streamer long and gay. 
Till, loop and button failing both. 

At last it flew away. 

Then might all people well discern 

The bottles he had sluug ; 
A bottle swinging at each side, 

As hath been said or sung. 

The dogs did bark, the children tcream*d 

Up flew the windows all ; 
And everv soul cried out. Well done 1 

As loud as he could bawl. 

Away went Gilpin— who but he ? 

His fame soon spread around. 
He carries weight !— he rides a race ! 

'Tis for a thousand pounds I 

And still as fast as he drew near, 
Twas wonderfal to view, 
How in A trice the tompVVLe men 
Their gates wide open tkoew. 
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Aiid now as he went bowing down 

His reeking head fall low, 
The bottles twain behind his back» 

Were shatter'd at a blow. 

Down ran the wine into the rdad. 

Most piteous to be Been» 
Which made his horse's flanks to smoke. 

As they had basted been. 

But still he seem'd to carry weight. 

With leathern girdle brac'd ; 
For all might see the bottle necks 

Still dangling at his waist. 

Thus all through merry Islington 

These gambols he did play. 
Until he came unto the Wash 

Of Edmonton so gay } 

And there he threw the wash about» 

On both sides of the way, 
Just like anto a trundling mop. 

Or a wild goose at play. 

At Edmonton his loving wife 

From the balcony spied 
Her tender husband, wond*ring much 

To see how he did ride. 

Stop, stop, John Gilpin !— Here*8 the hoasc,— 

They i^ at once did cry ; 
The dinner waits, and we are tir'dj 

Said Gilpiu— so am li 

But yet his horse was not a whit 

Inclin'd to tarry there ; 
For why ? — his owner had a house 

Full ten miles off at Ware. 

So like an arrow swift he flew. 

Shot by au archer strong, 
80 did he fly — which brin^ me \a 
The middle of my bous* 
2^4 JL il 
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Aw Ay went Oil pin oat of breath. 

And sore against his will. 
Till at his friend*« the calender 

His horse at last stood still. 

The calender, amaz*d to see 

His neighbour in such trim. 
Laid down his pipe, flew to the fattt 

And thus accosted him. 

What news ? what news ? your tidhoife tell ? 

Tell me you must and shall— 
Say why bareheaded you are come. 
Or why you came at all ? 

Now Gilpin had a pleasant wit, 

And lov*d a timely joke ; 
And thus unto the calender. 

In merry guise he spoke ; 

I came because your horse would oom^ 

And, if I well forebode. 
My hat and wig will soon be here. 

They arc upon the road. 

The calender, right glad to fljid 

His friend in merry pin. 
Returned him not a single word, 

But to the house went in ; 

When straight he came with hat and wif , 

A wig that flow'd behind, 
A hat not much the worse for wear. 

Each comely in its kind. 

He held them up, and in his toru 

Thus show'd his ready wit. 
My head is twice as big as yours, 

They therefore needs must At. 

13 ut let mc scrape the dirt away, 

That hangs upon youx face \ 
And stop and eat, for v^eVl you tiv^j 
Be in a hangery case. 
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Said John, It is my wedding .day, 

And all the world woald stare, 
If wife should dine at Edmonton, 

And I should dine at Ware. 

So taming to his horse, he said, 

I am in haste to dine ; 
'Twas for yoar pleasure you came hcrt* 

You 6haU>^o back for mine. 

Ah luckless speech, and tbotless boast 

For which he paid full dear : 
For, while he spake, a braying ass 

Did sing most loud and clnur j 

Whereat his horse did snort, as ha 

Had heard a Hon roar. 
And gallopM off with all his might. 

As he had done before. 

Away went Gilpin, and away 

Went Gilpin's hat and wig ; 
He lost them sooner than at first. 

For why ?— they were too big. 

Now Mrii. Gilpin, when she saw 

Her husband posting down 
Into the country far away. 

She pull'd out half a crown : 

And thus unto the youth she said. 

That drove them to the Bell, 
This shall be yours, when you Mng back 

My husband safe and well. 

The youth did ride, and soon did meet 

John coming back amam. 
Whom in a trice he tried to stop. 

By catching at his reui : 

Bat not performing what he meant 

And gladly would have done. 
The Mghted steed he IrigYitBA. mot^. 

And made him tMler ran. 
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Away went Oilpin, and away. 
Went postboy at bis heels. 

The poatboy's horse right gltA to miss 
The lamb*ring of the wheels. 

Six grentleroen upon the road. 

Thus seeing Gilpin fly, 
With postboy scampering: in the rear. 

They rais'd the hue and cry :— 

Stop thief! stop tritf! — a highwayman. 
Not one of them was mute ; 

And all and each that pass'd that way. 
Did join in the pursuit. 

And now the turnpike gates. again. 
Flew open in sliort space ; 

The tollmen thinking, as before 
That Gilpin rede a race. 

And so he did and won it too, 

For he got first to town ; 
Nor stopp'd till where he had got up. 

He did again get down. 

Now let us sing, long live the king. 

And Gilpin long live he ; 
And, when he next doth ride abroad^ 

May I be there to see P 
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CATHARINA. 

▲DDRBSSBD TO MISS STArLBTOM, 
(NOW MRS. COURTNBT.) 

SaM caine--she is gone— we have met 

And meet perhaps never av«lbok\ 
Tbe son of tbat moment V» tct ' 
And seem* to have riaeik \ii Nsio. 



OATHARIITA. 

Catharlna has t^A like a dream— 

(So vanishes plcasare, alas !) 
Bat has left a regret and esteem. 

That will not so suddenly pass. 

The last eveninfc ramble we made, 

Catharina, Maria, and I, 
Our progress was often deiay'd 

By the nightingale warbling nigh. 
We paused under many a tree. 

And much she was charm'd with a tone 
Less sweet to Maria and me. 

Who so lately had witnessed her own. 

My numbers that day she had sung, 

And gave them a grace so divine. 
As only her musical tongue. 

Could infuse into numbers of mine. 
The longer I heard I esteem'd 

The work of my fancy the more. 
And even to myself never seem'd 

So tuneful a poet before. 

Though the pleasures of London exceed 

In number the days of the year, 
Catharina, did nothing impede. 

Would feel herself happier here ; 
For the close-woven ardies of limes 

On the banks of our nver, I know. 
Are sweeter to her many times, 

Than aught that the city can show. 

So it is, when the mind is endued 

With a well-judging taste firom above } 
Then, whether embellish'd or rude, 

'Tis nature alone that we love. 
The achievements of art may amuse. 

May even our wonder excite. 
But groves, hills, and valleys, diffuse 

A lasting, a sacred delight. 

Since then in the rural recess 

Catharina alone can rejoice. 
May it still be ber \ot to vo«A«Ka 

The scene of bet sen«Vb\e <ftvo\c«\ 
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To inhabit a mansion remote 

From tlie clatter of etreet-pacing^ steeds. 
And by Philomel's annual note 

To measure the life that she leads. 

With her bcolc, and her voice, and her lyre. 

To wing: all her moments at home i 
And with scenes that new rapture inspire. 

As c^ as it suits her to roam. 
She will have just the life she preftos. 

With little to hope or to fear. 
And ours would be pleasant as hers. 

Might we view her enjoying it here. 
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THE MORALIZER CORRECTED. 

A TALX. 

A HXRMiT, (or if chance you hold 

That title now too trite and old) 

A man, once young, who lived retired 

As hermit could have weU desired* 

His hours of study closed at la<^ 

And flnish*d his concise repast. 

Stoppled his cruise, replaced his book 

Within its customary nook. 

And, staff in hand, set forth to share 

The sober a rdial of sweet air, 

like Isaac, vltb a mind applied 

To serious thought at evening tide. 

Autumnal rains had made it chill. 

And from the trees that fring'd his hill. 

Shades slanting at the close of day 

Chill'd more his else delightful way. 

Distant a little mile he spied 

A western bank's still sunny side. 

And right toward the favour'd place 

Proceeding with h\s nVmbVest \^uce. 

In hope to bask a \ltt\e :iet. 

Just reached It wYieti ttie %>fli 'w w ^^"t. 
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Your hermit, young and Jovial sin I 
Learns somethinf? flxim wliate'er occurs — 
And hence, he said, my mind computes 
The real worth of man's pursuits. 
His object chosen, wealth or forne* 
Of other sublunary game 
Imagination to his view 
Presents it deck'd with every hue 
That can seduce liim not to spartt 
His powers of best exertion there. 
But youth, health, vigour, to expend 
On so desireable an end. 
Ere long approach life's evening shades. 
The glow, that fancy gave it, lades ; 
And, earn'd too late, it wants the grace 
'Which first engaged him in the chiuM. 

True, answer'd an angelic guide. 
Attendant at the senior's side — 
But whether all the time, it cost 
To urge tlie fruitless chase, be lost. 
Must be decided by the worth 
Of that which called his ardour forth. 
Trifles piirsu'd, whate*er the event. 
Must cause him shame or discontent ; 
A vicious object still is worse. 
Successful there he wins a curse } 
But he, whom even in lire's last stage 
Endeavours laudable engage. 
If paid, at least in peace of mind. 
And sense of having well design'd ; 
And if, ere he attaia his end. 
His sun precipitate descend, 
A brighter prize than that he meant 
Shall recompense his mere intent. 
No virtuous wish can bear a date 
Either too early or too late. 



THE FAITHFUL BIRD. 

The greenhouse is my svxrcitcvex ««,«i(.\ 
My shrubs displaced ttom t\i«.t t%^.\«»^ 
Enjoy'd the open site • 
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Two goldfinches, wnose eprigrhtly sonir 
Had been their mutual fiolace long. 
Lived happy prisoners there. 

They sang as biythe as finches sing. 
That fiutter loose on golden wing, 

And frolic where they list; 
Strangers to liberty *tis true, 
But that delight th^ never knew. 

And therefore never miss'd. 

But nature works in every breast. 
Instinct is never quite suppress*d -, 

And Dick felt some desires, 
That, after many an eflbrt vain, 
Instructed him at length to gain 

A pass between his wires. 

The open windows seemM to invite 
The freeman to a farewell flight ; 

But Tom was still confin'd ; 
And Dick, although his way was clear. 
Was much too generous and sincere^ 

To leave his friend behind. 

So, settling on his cage, by play. 
And chirp, and kiss, he seem'd to say. 

You must not live alone — 
Nor would he quit that chosen stand 
Till 1, with slow and cautious hand. 

Returned him to his own. 

O ye, who never knew the Joys 
Of Friendship, satisfied with noise. 

Fandango, ball, and rout .' 
Blush, when I tell you how a bird 
A prison with a friend preferr'd 

To liberty without. 
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THE NEEDLESS ALARH 

A TALK 

Thkre is a field, through which I often pass. 
Thick overspread with moss and silky grass. 
Adjoining close to Kilwick's echoing wood. 
"Where oit the bitch-t'ox hides her hapless brood, 
Reserv'd to solace many a neighb'ring squire. 
That he may loUow them through brake and brier. 
Contusion hazarding, of neck, or sphie.. 
"Which rural gentlemen call sport divine. 
A narrow brook, by rushy banks conceal'd. 
Runs in tl;e bottom, and divides the field ; 
Oaks intersperse it, that had once a head. 
But now wear crests of oven-wood instead ; 
And where the land slopes to its watery bourn, 
Wide yawns a gulf beside a ragged thorn ; 
Bricks line the sides, but shiverM long ago. 
And horrid brambles interwine below ; 
A hollow scoop'd, J Judge in ancient time. 
For baking earth, or burning rock to lime. 

Nor yet the hawthorn bore her berries red. 
With which the fieldfare, wmtry guest, is fed ) 
Nor Autumn yet had brush'd from every spray. 
With her chill hand, the mellow leaves away,'; 
But com was hous'd, and beans weie in the stack. 
Now therefore issu'd forth the spotted pack, 
With tails high mounted, ears hung low, and throat*. 
With a whole gamut fiUM of heavenly notes. 
For which, alas 1 my destiny severe; 
Though ears she gave me two, gave roe no ear. 

The Sun accomplishing his early march. 
His lamp now planted on Heaven's topmost arch. 
When, exercise and air my only aim. 
And heedless whither, to that field T came. 
Ere yet with ruthless joy and happy hound 
Told hill and dale that Reynard's track was found. 
Or with the high-rais'd honi's melodious clang 
All Kilwick and all Dinglederry * ran^. 

* Tv»o wood* belonging to Jfl*\i» •tY^T<«Vtfv«tVJia,'*»^ 
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Thoaib not % bound ftmn whodi Lc hurst sppear'd, ' 
The aheap neuiubenC, wid tbc iheep thM err^Ed, 
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Friends ! we have lived too kmir. I never heir*d 
Sounds Bach as these, so worthy to be fear'd. 
Coald I believe* that winds for ages pent 
In earth's dark womb have found at last a vent. 
And flpora their prison-house below arise, 
With all these hideous howlings to the skies, 
J could be much compos'd, nor should appear. 
For such a cause, to feel the slightest tear. 
Yourselves have seen, what time the thunders roll'd 
All nig»ht, me resting quiet in the fold. 
Or beard we that tremendous bray alone, 
I could expound the melancholy tone ; 
Should deem it by our old companion made. 
The ass; for he, we know, has lately stray 'd. 
And beinfir lost perhaps, and wand'ring wide, * 
Might be sappos'd to clamour for a graide. 
dut ah ! those dreadful yells what soul can hear 
That owns a carcass, and not quake with fear ? 
Demons produce them doubtless, brazen-claw'd 
And fangr'd with brass the demons are abroad ; 
I hold it therefore wisest and most fit. 
That, life to save, we leap into the pit. 

Him atiswer*d then his loving mtkte and true. 
But more discreet than he, a Cambrian ewe. 

How F leap into the pit our life to save t 
To save our life leap all into the grave f 
For can we find it less ? Contemplate first 
The depth how awful ! falling there we bursts 
Or should the brambles, int(nrpos*d, our fall 
In part abate, that happiness were small ; 
For with a race like theirs no chance I see 
Of peace or ease to creatures clad as we. 
Meantime noise kills not. Be it Dapple's bray. 
Or be it not, or be it whose it may ; 
And rush those other sounds, that seem by tongues 
Of demons uttered, from whatever lungs ; 
Sounds are but sounds, and till the cause appear. 
We have at least commodious standing here. 
Come fiend, come ftuy, giant, monster, blast 
From earth or hell, we can but plunge at last. 

While thus she spake, I fainter heard the peals. 
For Reynard, dose attended at his heels 
By panting dog, tlr*d man, and spatter'd horse. 
Through mere good fortune, tooY Sb dMTxwA. Wi\a;«»% 
The Hock grtw calm agun *, wciA \ tYi* ^^ 
FoUowtng, that led me to m^ ovm »hoa»» 
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Maoh wonderM, that the silly sheep had found 

Such cause of terror iu an empty sound. 

So sweet to huntsman, gentleman, and hound. 

MORAL. 

Beware of desperate steps. The darkest daj. 
Live till to-morrow, will have pass*d away. 
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THE POET, THE OYSTER, AND THE 
SENSITIVE PLANT. 

An oyster, cast upon the shore. 
Was heard, though never heard before. 
Complaining in a speech well worded — 
And worthy thus to be recorded:— 

Ah hapless wretch ! condemnM to dwell 
For ever in my native shell, 
Ordain'd to move when others please, 
Vot for my own content or ease } 
But toss'd and buffetted about. 
Now in the water and now out. 
'Twere better to be bom a stone. 
Of ruder shape, and feeling none. 
Than with a tenderness like mine. 
And sensibilities so fine I 
I envy that unfeeling shrub. 
Fast rooted against every rub. 
The plant he meant grew not far ofiT, 
And felt the sneer with scorn enough ; 
Was hurt, disgusted, mortified. 
And with asperity replied. 

When, cry thn botanists, and stare. 
Did plants call'd sensitive grow there ? 
No matter when— a poet's muse is 
To make them grow just where he chooses 

Yea shapeless uot\iVn%\Tv «b diViiti, 
You. that are but a\most %^\i» 
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I scorn your coarse insinuation. 

And have most plentiful occasion, 

To wish myself the rock I view. 

Or such another dolt as you : 

For many a grave and learned clerk, 

And many a gay unletterM spark, 

With curious touch examines me. 

If I can feel as well as he ; 

And when I bend, retire, and shrink, 

Says— Well, 'tis more than one would think ! 

Thus life is spent (oh! fie upou't!) 

In being touch'd, and crying— Don't 1 

A poet, in his evening walk, 
O'erheard and check'd this idle talk. 
And your flue sense, he said, and yours. 
Whatever evil it endures. 
Deserves not, if so soon offended. 
Much to be pitied or commended. 
Disputes, though short, are far too long. 
Where both alike are in the wrong; 
Your feelings in their full amount. 
Are all upon your own account. 

You, in your grotto-work enclos'd. 
Complain of being thus expos'd ; 
Yet nothing feel in that rough coat. 
Save when the knife is at your throat. 
Wherever driven by wind or tide, 
Exempt from every ill beside. 

And as for you, my Lady Squeamish, 
Who reckon every touch a blemish. 
If all the plants that can be found 
Embellishing the scene around. 
Should droop and wither where they grow, 
You would not feel at all — ^not you. 
The noblest mindc their virtue prove 
By pity, sympathy, and love ; 
These, these are feelings truljr fine. 
And prove their owner half divine. 

Hisxensure reach'd them as he dealt it.. 
And each by shrinking show'd he felt it. 
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AN EPISTLB 

TO 
AN AFFLICTBD PROTSSTANT LADT IN ritANCB. 

Madam, 
A btranobr's purpose in these lays 
Is to congratulate, and not to praise : 
To give the creature her Creator's due 
Were rin in me, and an offence to you. 
From man to man, or even to woman paid. 
Praise is the medium of a knavish trade, 
A coin by craft for folly's use designed. 
Spurious, and only current with the blind. 
The path of sorrow, and that path alone. 
Leads to the land were sorrow is unknown } 
No trav'ller ever reached that bless*d abode. 
Who found not thorns and briers in his road, 
The world may dance along the flowery plain, 
C^eer'd as they go by many a sprightly strain, 
Where Nature has her mossy velvet spread. 
With unshod feet they yet securely tread, 
Admonish'd, scorn the caution and the Crlepd 
Bent upon pleasure, hee<lless (rf its end. 
But he, who knew what human hearts would prove. 
How slow to learn the dictates of his love. 
That, hard by nature and of stubborn will 
A life of ease would make them harder stik. 
In pily to the souls his grace design*d 
To rescue from the ruins of mankind, 
Call*d for a cloud to darken all their yean, 
And said, * Go, spend them in the vale of tears, 
O balmy gales of soul-reviving air 1 
O salutaiy streams, that murmur there ! 
These flowing firom the fount of grrace above. 
Those breathed from the lips of everlasting love. 
The flinty soil indeed their feet annoys ; 
And sudden sorrow n\vft their springing Joys : 

An enviooB world wVU Vaterpotft to toosn^ 

To mar ddigrhts sapetioi to \ta o^iu \ 
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And many a panir, experienc'd still within, 
Reminds them of their hated inmate. Sin j 
But ills of every shape and every name, 
Transform'd to blessinirs, miss their cruel aim i 
And evejy moment's calm that soothes the breast. 
Is given in earnest of eternal rest. 

Ah, be not sad, althongh thy lot be cast 
Far flrom the flock, and in a distant waste ! 
No shepherd's tents within thy view appear, 
Bnt the chief Shepherd is for ever near ; 
Thy tender sorrows and thy plaintive strain 
Flow in a foreigrn land, bnt not in vain } 
Thy tears all issue from a source divine. 
And every drop bespeaks a Saviour thine— 
*Twas thus in Gideon's fleece the dews were fnnnd. 
And drought on all the drooping herbs aronnd, 



ON THE PROMOTIOW OF 

EDWARD THXJRLOW, Esq. 

TO TBS 
LORP HI09 CBANCBLIrORSHXr OF KVOLAKD 

Round Thnrlow's head in early youth. 

And in his sportive days. 
Fair Science poured the light of troth. 

And Genius shed his rays. 

See ; with nnited wonder cried 
The experienc*d and the sage. 

Ambition in a boy supplied 
With aU the skiU of age I 

Discernment, eloquence, and grace 

Proclaim him bom to ftN*«5 
The ba/anee in the highest y^^^ca. 

And beer the palm a.'viB^. 



i 



ftS6 ODE TO PEACE. 

The praise bestowed was just and wlsc| 
He sprang impetuoas forth. 

Secure of conquest, where the priEe 
Attends superior worth. 

So the best courser on the plain 
Ere yet he starts is known, 

And does but at the ko&I obtain 
What till had deem'd his own* 



ODE TO PEACE. 



Comb, Peace of mind, delightful guest 
Return, and make thy downy nest 

Once more in this sad heart : 
Nor riches I nor powers pursue. 
Nor hold forbidden joys in view} 

We therefore need not part. 

Where wilt thou dwell, if not with me. 
From av'rice and ambition free. 

And pleasure's fatal wiles ? 
For whom, alas ! dost thou prepare 
The sweets, that I was wont to share 

The banquet of thy smiles P 

The great, the gay, shall they partake 
The heaven that thou alone canst make ? 

And wilt thou quit the stream. 
That murmurs through the dewy mead. 
The grove and the sequester'd shed. 

To be a guest with them ? 

For thee I jmnted, thee I priz'd. 
For thee I gladly sacrificed 

Wbate'er I loved before; 
And shall I see thee &t«tt av.'«:j« 
And helpless, bopcleaa, \v«wc \.\\«* «».l— 

Farewell •. ve meet no mate \ 
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HUMAN FRAILTY. 

Weak and irresolate is man; 

The purpose of to-day. 
Woven with pains into his plan. 

To-morrow rends away. 

The bow well bent, and smart the spring. 

Vice seems already slain ; 
Bat Passion rudely snaps the strhig. 

And it revives again. 

Some foe to his upright intent 

Finds out his weaker part; 
Virtue engages his assent. 

But Pleasure wins his heart. 

»Tis here the folly of the wise 

Through all his art we view : 
And, while his tongue the charge denies. 

His conscience owns it true 

Bound on a voyage of awful length 

And dangers little known, 
A stranger to superior strength, 

Man vainly trusts his own. 

But oars alone can ne*er prevail. 

To reach the distant coast ; 
The breath of Heaven must swell the sail. 

Or all the toil is lost. 



TIIE MODERN PATRIOT. 

Ren EL LION is my therein «rL (Vkj \ 
7 only wish *tvron\d com« 
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THE WI^'TEB KOSEOAT. S3t^ 

This ftanjr Btream, that spreading piue. 
Those alders qaiv*rinf to the breeze. 

Might soothe a soul less hurt than mine. 
And please, if any thing could please. 

But flz*d unalterable Care 
Foregoes not what she feels wlthhi. 

Shows the same sadness every where. 
And slights the season and the scene. 

For all that pleas*d in wood or lawn. 
While peace possess'd these silent bowers 

Her animating smile withdrawn. 
Has lost its beauties and its powera. 

The sahit or moralist should tread 
This moss-sTown alley, musing slow { 

They seek like me the secret shade. 
But not like me to nourish wo 1 



Me flruitful scenes and prospects waste 
Alike admonish not to roam ; 

These tell me of enjoyments past, 
And those of sorrows yet to come* 



THE WINTER NOSEGAY. 



What Nature, alas 1 has denied 

To the delicate growth of our isle. 
Art has in a measure supplied. 

And Winter is decked with a smile. 
See, Mary, what beauties I bring 

Ftom tlie shelter of that sunny shed, 
Where the flowers have tYve cYi«rba o\ %\^\\«if« 

Tboagh abroad they axe fsonffavifi' ^^^^^ 



840 MUTUAL FOBDEARANCX. 

'TU a bower oi Arcadian sweets. 

Where Flora is still In her prime, 
A fortress to which she retreats 

From the cmel assaults of the cUrne. 
While Earth wears a mantle of snow» 

These pinks are as Aresh and as gay 
As the fairest and sweetest that blow 

On the beautiful bosom^ of May. 

See how they have safely snrviT'd 

The firowns of a sky so severe ; 
Such Mary's true love, that has liv'd 

TliroQgh many a turbulent year. 
The charms of the late blowing rose 

Seem*d grac'd with a livelier hue, 
And the winter of sorrow best shows 

The truth of a firiend such as you. 



MUTUAL FORBEARANCE 

KKCKSSABY TO THE HAPPIVESS OP TBI MARRIKD STATi 



Trb lady thus addressed her spouse : — 
What a mere dungeon is this house ! 
By no means large enough ; and was ft. 
Yet this dull room, and that dark closet. 
Those hangings with their worn-out graces. 
Long beards, long noses, and pale faces. 
Are such an antiquated scene. 
They overwhelm me with the spleen. 
Sir Humphrey, shooting in the dark. 
Makes answer quite b^de the mark : 
No doubt, my dear, I bade him come, 
Engag*d myself to be at home. 
And shall expect him at the door. 
Precisely when the clock strikes four. 

You are ao deaf, the lady cried, 
(And rais*d her vo\ce, axuQi tto'<Nv?^\M«Vle«^ 
You are *o sadly deal, twj Aew, 
TlTiat shall 1 do to m«Ji« i^i 'Vaw^ 



MUTUAL fOBBEABAKCB. 841 

Dismiss poor Harry ! he replies. 
Some people are more nice than wise: 
For one slight trespass ail this stir ? 
What if he did ride whip and spm*, 
*Twas but a mile— your fav'rite horse 
Will never look one hair the worse. 

Well,! protest 'tis past all bearing—^ 
Child I I am rather hard of hearing- 
Yes, truly ; one must scream and ba\Nl : 
I tell you, you can't hear at all I 
Then, with a voice exceeding low. 
No matter if you hear or no. 

Alas ! and is domestic strife* 
That sorest ill of human life, 
A plague so little to be fear'd. 
As to be wantonly incurr*d. 
To gratify a fretful passion, 
On every trivial provocation ? 
The kindest and the happiest pair 
Will find occasion to forbear; 
And something every day tb^ live. 
To pity, and perhaps forgive. 
But if hifirmitses that fall 
In comfnon to the lot of all, 
A blemish or a sense impair'd. 
Are crimes so little to be spar'd. 
Then farewell all that rbust create 
The comfort of the wedded state ; 
Instead of harmony, tis jar, 
And tumult, and intestine war. 

The love that cheers life's latest stage. 
Proof against sickness and old age, 
Preserv'd by virtue from declension. 
Becomes not weary of attention ; 
But lives when that extericnr grace. 
Which first inspir'd the flame, decays, 
'Tis gentle, delicate, and kind. 
To faults compassionate or blind. 
And will with sympathy endure 
Those evils it would gladly cure : 
But angry, coarse, and harsh expression 
Shows love to be a mere profession ; 
Proves that the heart is none of hls« 
Or soon expels him U it \a. 



i 
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THE NEGRO'S COMPLAINT. 

Forc'd flrom home and all its pleasareii, 

Afric*8 coast I left foiiorn ; 
To increaae a stranfrer's treasures 

0*er the racing billows bonie. 
Men Arom England boagbt and sold me, 

Paid my price in paltnr gold } 
But, though slave they have enroll'd mc. 

Minds are never to be sold. 

sun in thought as free as ever* 

What are England's rights, I ask. 
Me from my delights to sever. 

Me to tortmre, me to task ? 
Fleecy locks and black complexion. 

Cannot forfeit Natmre's claim ; 
Skins mav difller, bat afltection 

Dwells in white and black the same. 

Whv did all-creating Nature 

Make the plant for which we toil ? 
Sighs must Ian it, tears must water. 

Sweat of ours must dress the soil. 
Think, ye masters iron-hearted. 

Lolling at your jovial boards } 
Think how many backs have smarted 

For the sweets your cane aflbrd^. 

Is there, as ye sometimes tell us, 

Is Uiere one who rei;rns on high P 
Has he bid you buy and sell us. 

Speaking from his throne, the sky 
Ask him, it your knotted scourges. 

Matches blood, extorting screws. 
Are the means which duty urges. 

Agents of Us will to use ? 

Hark ! be axiswen— wild tornadoes. 
Strewing yonder ses^ viVXYv v:t«cYi, 

fVastine towns, plsnU^toiKA, m«»&ni<««v 
Are l£e \olce ^tti ^^Vi^i ^ «8«»^** 



PITT FOn POOB APRICAXS. Ci3 

lie, foreseeiiigr what vexations 

Afric*s sons should uiiderg^o, 
Fix'd their tyrants' habitations 

Where bis whiiiwinds answer -no. 

By our blood in AMc wasted, 

Ere our necks receiv'd the chain i 
By the mis'ries we have tasted. 

Crossing in your barks the main : 
By our suflTringrs, since ye brought us 

To the man-degrading mart ; 
All snstain'd by patience, taught us 

Only by a broken heart: 

Deem onr nation brutes no longer. 

Till some reason ye shall find 
Worthier of regard and stronger 

Than the colour of our kind. 
Slaves of gold whose sordid dealings 

Tarnish all your boasted powers. 
Prove that you have human feelings. 

Ere you proudly question oursl 



PITY FOR POOR AFRICANS. 

" Video fne'iom proboque, 
Dettrioia e«quur."— 

I OWN I am shock*d at the purchase of slaves. 
And fear those who buy them and sell them are knaves j 
What I hear of their hardships, their tortures and groans. 
Is almost enough to draw pity flrom stones. 

r pitv them greatly, but I must be mum. 

For how could we do without sugar and Pim ? 

Especially sugar, so needful we see ? 

What, give up our dessorts, our coffee, and teal 

Besides, if we do, the Frenc\i, DutcYi, %kAT>wv««^ 
WJJl beartUf thank as, no doubt, ioc o«s '<B«i>°>^^ ' 



Zii PITT FOB POOR AFRICANS. 

If we do not buy the poor creatures, they will. 
And tortures and grouis will be multiplied still. 

If foreigners likewise would give up the trade. 
Much more in behalf of your wish might be said i 
But, while they get riches by purchasing blacks, 
Prij tell me why we may not also.g^o snacks ? 

Your scruples and arguments bring to my miud 
A story so pat, you may think it is coinM, 
On purpose to answer you, out of my mint > 
But I can assure you I saw it in print. 

A youngster at school, more sedate than the rcsf. 
Had once his integrity put to the test; 
His comrades had plotted an orchard to rob. 
And ask*d him to go and assist in the job. 

He was shock *d, sir, like yon, and answer*d — * Oh no I 
What I rob our good neighbour ! I pray you, don't go ; 
Besides, the man's poor, his orchard's his bread. 
Then (hink of his children, for they must be fed.' 

* Yon speak very fine, and you look very grave. 
But apples we want, and apples we'll have i 
If you will go with us, you shall have a share. 
If not, you shall have neither apple nor pear. 

They spoke, and Tom ponder'd — * I see they will go : 
Poor man ! what a pity to injure him so .' 
Poor man I I would save him his fruit if I could. 
But staying behind will do him no good. 

' If the matter depended alone npon me. 
His apples might hang, till they dropp'd from the trec^ 
But shice they will take them, 1 think I'll go too^ 
He will lose none by me, though I get a few.* 

His scruples thus silenc*d, Tom felt more at ease, 
Aud went with bis comrades the a^^les to seize ; 
He bJam'd and protested, bat ^oVnM Vkv \^« \^]»xk \ 
Bm Mbmr'd in the plondei but vVt\eOi\XA\&«xv. 
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THE MORNING DREAM. 



'TwAS in the glad season of spring:. 

Asleep at the dawn of the day, 
I dnttm'd what I cannot but singr, 

Sc pleasant it seem*d as I lay. 
I dream'd, that, on ocean afloat. 

Far hence to the westward 1 sail'd. 
While the billows high-lifted the boat. 

And the fresh blowing breeze never fail'd. 

In the steerage a woman I saw, 

Sach at least was the form that she wore, 
Whose beauty impress'd me with awe. 

Ne'er taught me by woman before. 
Bhe sat, and a shield at her side 

Shed light, like a sun on the wave$i. 
And, smilnig divinely, she cried— 

* I go to make freemen of slaves.* — 

Then raising her voice to a strain 

The sweetest that ear ever heard. 
She sung of the slave's broken chain. 

Wherever her glory appeared. 
Some clouds which had over us hung. 

Fled, chas*d by her melody clear. 
And methought while she liberty sung, 

*Twa8 liberty only to hear. 

Thus swiftly dividing the flood. 

To a slave-cultur'd island we came. 
Where a demon, her enemy, stood— 

Oppression his terrible name. 
In his hand, as the sign of bis sway, 

A scourge hung with lashes he bore. 
And stood looking out foi YA% vc«^ 

From Aftica*s sorrowf a\ itiQ!t«. 



84G THE NIGHTINGALE AND GLOW-WORM. 

Bat soon as approaching: the land 

That goddess-like woman he viewed. 
The scourgre he let fall from his hand. 

With blood of his sutjects imbrued. 
I saw him both siclcen and die. 

And the moment the monster explr*d. 
Heard shouts that ascended the skf , 

From thousands with rapture inapir'd. 

Awaking, how could I but muse 

At wluit such a dream should betide ? 
But soon my ear caught the glad news. 

Which servM my weak thought for a guide- 
That Britannia, renown*d o*er the waves 

For the hatred she ever has shown 
To the black-scepti^d rulers of slaves. 

Resolves to have none of her own. 
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THE 

NIGHTINGALE AND GLOW-WORM. 



A KioHTiNOALB, that all day long 
Had cheer'd the village with his song. 
Nor yet at eve his note suspended, 
Nor yet when eventide was ended, 
Began to feel, as well he might, 
Tlie keen demands of appetite ; 
When looking eagrerly around, 
He spied far off, upon the ground, 
A something shining in the dark. 
And knew the glow-worm by his spark f 
So, stooping down firoro hawthorn top, 
He thought to put him in his crop. 
The worm, aware of his intent. 
Harangued him thus, right eloquent^ 
Did y6a admire my lamp, quoth he, 

Aa much I yont in\n«>tN\a^, 

You would abhor to do ta« ^ntocv^, 
Aa much as I to eponl loox «on«\ 



SHAMES OF LITTLE NOTE. Sif 

For 'twas the selt-tame power divine 
Taught yoQ to sing, and me to shine; 
That yoa with music I with Ugrht, 
Might beautify and cheer ttie night. 

The songster heard his short oration. 
And, warbling out his approbation, 
ReleasM him, as my story tells, 
And found a supper somewhere else. 

Hence Jarring sectaries may learn 
Their real interest to discern ; 
That brother should not war with toother. 
And worry and devour each other ; 
But sing and shine by sweet consent. 
Till life's poor transient! night is spent. 
Respecting in each other's case 
The gifts of nature and of grace. 

Those Christians best deserve the name. 
Who studiously make peace their aim : 
Peace both the duty and the prize 
Of him that creeps and him that flies. 



ON OBSERVING BOMB 

NAMES OF LITTLE NOTE 

RECORDED IN THE RIOURAPHIA BRITANXICA. 

Ob, fond attempt to give a deathless lot 
To names ignoble, bom to be forgot ! 
In vain, recorded in historic page, 
They court the notice of a future age : 
Those twinkling tiny lustres of the land 
Drop one by one from Fame's neglecting hand| 
Lethseiein gulfs receive them as they fsll. 
And dark oblivion soon absorbs them all. 

So when a child, as playful children use. 
Has burnt to tinder a stale last year's news. 
The flune extinct, he views the roving fire — 
There goes my lady, and there ^Qe% \.\a v^iaiis^X 
There goe» the parson, oh, Ui\ifi\3A.oxiA vv«9t>L\ 
Aod there, scarce less miwtKtoxA, «o«k ^fifi* e«»^^ 



REPORT 

OP AN ADJUDGED CASE, NOT TO BE FOVXO IN AN'Y OV 

THE BOOKS. 

Between Nose and Eyes a strangle contest arose. 
The spectacles set them unhappily wrong ; 

The point in dispute w&s, as all the world knows. 
To which the said spectacles ought to belong. 

So tongue was the lawyer, and argued the cause 
With a great deal of skill, and a wig full of learning 

While chief baron Ear sat to balance the laws. 
So fam'd for his talent in nicely discerning. . 

In behalf of the Nose it will quickly appear. 
And your lordship, he said, will undoubtly find. 

That the nose has had spectacles always in wear. 
Which amounts to possession time oat of mind. 

Then holding the spectacles up to the court — 
Your lordship observes they are made with a straddle, 

As wide as the ridge of the nose is ; in short, 
Design'd to sit close to it, just like a saddle. 

Again, would your lordship a moment suppose 
(*Tis a case that has happenM, and may be again) 

That the visage or countenance had not a nose. 
Fray who would, or who could, wear spectacles then ? 

On the whole it appears, and my argument shows. 
With a reasoning the court will never condemn. 

That the spectacles plainly were made for the Nose, 
And the Nose was as plainly intended for them. 

Then ahiftin^ his side (as a\awyei knows how. 

He pleaded again in be\\a\t of \.\v«'E.i«6% 
Bat what were his atgameut% te^ ^^'^^'^^iSSJ^ ,-v»^ 
For the conrt did not thVnY tY\cj n«c» ««m>»1 nCvwa* 



LORD Mansfield's libbabt. 849 

So his lordship decreed, with a grave solemn tone, 
Decisive and clear, without one \f or bnt — 

That, whenever the Nose pat his 8|)ectacle8 on, 
By daylight or candlelight-^Eyes should be that I 



ON THE BURNING OF 

T.ORD MANSFIELD'S LIBRARY, 

TOCRTIIBR WITH BIS MSS. BT THB MOB, IN THB MONTH 

OP JUNK, 1730. 

So then— the Vandals of onr isle* 

Sworn foes to sense and law. 
Have burnt to dust a nobler pile 

Than ever Romau saw ! 

And MuRRAV sighs o*er Pope and Swift, 

And many a treasure more. 
The well-Judg'd purchase, and the gift, 

That graced his letter*d store. 

Their pages mangled, bam*t and torn* 

The loss was ki$ alone^ 
But ages yet to come shall moam 

The burning of hia own. 



ON THE SAME 

When wit and genius meet their doom 

In aU-devoiur\ng fi«xne, 
Tbej tell os of the fate ol 'CUsmQ, 
And bid as fear the aaxnt. 









LOVE OF THE WOBLD REPROVED: 



Tbus BajJ the prophet of the Tar\ 
Oopd MumUmui, ibtCiin from po 
There ki ■ ptft fn evrry vvlntt 
No Mendor fnllowet ol mbw 



LBbURbinnet'B niTiterioai eturcc, 
id thm be left the potoit at lar|;e, 
id he tltt glnfol part npcesa'd, 
tej ml^lit with ufety eat the mti 
il fot one piece thej Ihought it hHd 



ON THK DEATH OF A BULFIKCR. 85X 

Much controversy straigrht arose, 
These choo«e the back, the belly those i 
By some 'tis confidently said 
He meant not to forbid the head i 
While others at that doctrine rail* 
And piously prefer the tail. 
Thus consdence fteedfrom every clof 
Mahometans eat up the hog. 

Yoa langrh— *tis well— The tale applied 
May make yon laug^h on t' other side. 
Renounce the world — the preacher ciles. 
We do— a multitude replies. 
While one as innocent reg^ards 
A snug and friendly game at cards : 
And one, whatever you may say, 
Can see no evil in the play ; 
Some love a concert, or a race } 
And others shooting, and a chase. 
Revil'd and lov'd, renounc*dand followed. 
Thus, bit by bit, the world is swallow*d ; 
Each thinks his neighbour makes too Arte, 
Yet likes a slice as well as he j 
With sophistry their sauce they sweeten,* 
Till quite from tail to snoat His eaten. • 



ON 

THE DEATH 

or MRS. (now lady) Throckmorton's 
BULFINCH. 

Y* nymphs ! if e*er your eyes were red 
With tears o*er hapless fav'rites shed, 

O share Maria's grief; 
Her f!av*rite, even in his cage, 
(What will not hanger's cruel t«.\El«>^ 

Assassin'd by a tYv\c&. 



852 ON THE DEATH OF A BULFIKOH. 

Where Rhenas strayn his vines among. 
The egg was laid trom which he sprang , 

And, though by nature mute. 
Or only with a whittle blessM, 
Well-taught he all the sounds express'd 

Of flageolet or flute. 



The honours of his ebon poll 

Were brighter than the sleekest mole ? 

His bosom of the hue 
With which Aurora decks the skies. 
When piping winds shall soon arise. 

To sweep away the dew. 

Above, below, in all the house, 
Sire foe alike of bird and mouse. 

No cat had leave to dwell} 
And Bully's cage supported stood 
On pr6ps of smoothest-shaven wood. 

Large-built, and latticed well. 



Well latticM— but the grate, alas ! 
Not rough with wire of steel or brass. 

For Bully *8 plumage* sake. 
But smooth with wands from Ouse*s side. 
With which, when neatly peelM and dried. 

Ihe swains their baskets make. 



Night veird the pole ; all secro'd secure ; 
When led by instinct sharp and sure, 

Subsistence to provide, 
A beast forth sallied on the scout, 
Long-back*d, long-tail'd, with whisker'd snout, 

And badger-colour'd hide. 

He, entering at the study-door 
Its amide area 'gan t* explore ; 

And something in the wind 
Coqjectnrcd, sitVAng tound and round. 
Better than all U^e Y>ooVLaYveto\nv^, 

Food cY\Vefty tot t\ve xotaA. 






THE ROSE. S53 

Just then, by adverse fate inipres8*d, 
A dream distorb'd poor Bully's restj 

In sleep he seem'd to view 
A rat fast clinging: to the eagre. 
And screaming at the sad presag:e» 

Awoke and found it true. 

For, aided both by ear and scent. 
Right to his mark the monal«r went— 

Ah, mnse ! forbear to speak 
Minute the horrors that ensued ; 
His teeth were strong, the cage was wood — 

He left poor Bully's l^ak^ 

He left it, but he should have ta*en 
That beak, whence issued many a train 

Of such mellifluous tone. 
Might have repaid him well, J wot> 
For silencing so sweet a throat, 

Fast stuck within his own^ 

Maria weeps— the muses moum^ 
So when, by Bacchanalians torn. 

On Thracian Hebrus's side 
The tree-enchai\ter Orpheus fell. 
His head alone remaln'd to tell 

The cruel death he dicd» 



THE ROSE. 

Thc rose had been wash'd. Just wash*d in a shower, 

Which Mary to Anna convey*d. 
The plentiful moisture encuraber'd the flower, 

And weigh'd down its beautiful head. 

The cup was all flll'd and the leaves Ntcxe «aaL^«N.« 

And it seem'd to a fanciful view. 
To weep far the buds it had left "wVtYv Te?;t«V^ 
On tbc Hoariahins bush whero \t e^te'N . 
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SSi THE DOVES. 

I hastily teiz*d it, unfit as it was 
For a nosegray, so dripping: ftnd drown*d. 

And swinging: it radely, too rudely, alas ! 
I intHpp'd it; it fell to the ground. 

And such I exclaimM, is the pitiless part 

Some act by the delicate mind, 
Regardless of wringing and breaking a heart 

Already to sorrow resign'd. 

This elegant rose had I shaken it less. 
Might have bloom'd with its owner a while ; 

And the tear that is wip*d with a Itttle address 
May be followed perhaps by a smile. 



THE DOVES. 



Rba8*nino at every step he treads, 

Man yet mistakes his way. 
While meaner things, whom instinct leads 

Are rarely known to stray. 

One silent eve I wander* d late. 

And heard the voice of love ; 
The turtle thus address*d her mate, 

And sooth'd the list'ning dove : 

Our mutual bond of faith and truth 

No time shall diseng^age. 
Those blessings of our early youth 

Shall cheer our latest age : 

While innocence ^thout disguise 

And constancy «lncexe. 
Sball fUl the drclea ot tSciQaft «i«^ 

And mine can tea^ \^eai.^iXx«m*. 



A FABLE. 855 

Those ills that wait on all below. 

Shall ne'er be felt bj me. 
Or gently felt, and only bo. 

As being shar'd with thee. 

When lightnings flash among the trees. 

Or kites are hov*ring near, 
I fear lest thee alone they seize. 

And know no other fear. 

Tis then I feel myself a wifis. 

And press thy wedded side, 
ResoW'd a anion form'd for life 

Death never shall devide. 

Bnt oh ! if fickle and michaste, 

(Forgive a transient thought) 
Thoa couldst become onkind at last. 

And scorn thy present lot. 

No need of lightnings flrom on high. 

Or kites with cruel beak ; 
Denied th' endearments of thine eye. 

This widow'd heart would break. 

Thus sang the sweet sequester*d bird. 

Soft as the passing wind : 
And I recorded what J heard* 

A lesson for mankind. 



A FABLE. 

A aAVBN, while with glossy breast 
Her new-laid eggs she fondly press'd. 
And, on her wicker-work high mounted. 
Her diickens prematurely counted. 
(A fault philosophers might blanxe 
If quite exempted ftom tkie aame,'^ 
Ex\Jojr*d at ease the genial day \ 
Twnm April, as the bmnpk\n» M9» 



8ff6 OH ▲ OOLDFUrCH. 

The leg:ialatare call*d it May. 

Bat suddenly a wind as high. 

As ever swept a winter sky, 

Shook the young leaves about her ears. 

And fiU'd her with a thousand fears. 

Lest the rude blast should snap the bough. 

And spread her golden hopes blow. 

But just at eve the blowing weather 

And all her fears were hush'd together; 

And now, quoth poor unthinking Ralph, 

'Tis over, and the brood is safe ; 

(For ravens, though as birds of omen 

They teach both conjurers and old women 

To tell us what is to befall. 

Can't prophesy themselves at a)l,) 

The morning came, when neighbour Ho^ge 

Who long had mark*d her airy lodge. 

And destin'd all the treasure there 

A gift to his expected fair, 

Climb'd like a squirrel to his prey. 

And bore the worthless prize away. 

MORAL. 

lis providence alone secures 
In every change both mine and yours : 
Safety consists not in escape 
From dangers of a frightrul shape ; 
An earthquake may be bid to spare 
The man that's strangled by a hair. 
Fate steals along with silent tread. 
Found oft'nest in what least we dread i 
Frowns in the storm with angry brow, " 
But in the sunshine strikes the blow. 



ON A GOLDFINCH, 

STARTED TO DEATH IN HIS CAGE. 

Tims was, wben 1 vrtAtcee «» «ia« 

The thlstie*8 dovmy seftA mi \we* 

Uj drink the inomto« fliew \ 
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I perch'd at will on every spray 
My form genteel, my plumage gay, 
My strains for ever new. 

Bat gaudy plumage, sprightly strain. 
And form genteel, were all in vain, 

And of a transient date ; 
For caught, and caged, and starved to death. 
In dying sighs my little breath 

Soon pass'd the wiry grate. 

Thanks, gentle swain, for all my woes. 
And thanks for this effectual close 

And cure of every ill ! 
More cruelty could none express } 
And I, if you had shown me less. 

Had been your pris'ner still. 



THE 

PINEAPPLE AND THE BEE. 

Thb pineapples, in triple row. 
Were basking hot, and all in blow ; 
A Bee of most discerning taste, 
Perceiv'd the fragrance as he pass*d. 
On eager wing, the spoiler came, 
And search'd for crannies in the frame, 
Urg'd his atfempt on every side. 
To every pane his trunk applied ; 
But still in vain, the frame was tight. 
And only pervious to the hght : 
Thus having wasted half the day. 
He trimm*d his flight another way. 

Methinks, I said, in thee I find 
The sin and madness of mankind. 
To joys forbidden man aspires. 
Consumes his soul wil\v \iwVi\ OieSkVcc&x 
Folly the spring of l[i\a pur«\iit« 
And disappointment all tkve tcu\t. 




85S HOBACE. 

While Cynthia ogles, as she passes, 

The iiymph betwem two chariot classes. 

She is the pineapple, and he 

The slUy unsuccessful bee. 

The maid, who views with pensive air 

The show-glass fraught with glitt'ring ware 

Sees watches, bracelets, rings, and lockets. 

But sighs at thought of empty pockets, 

like thine, her appetite is keen. 

But ah, the cruel glass between ! 

Our dear delights are often such, 
ExposM to view, but not to touch ; 
The sight our foolish heart inflames. 
We long for pineapples in firames ; 
With hopeless wish one looks and lingers j 
One breaks the glass, and cuts his fingers; 
But they whom truth and wisdom lead. 
Can gather honey from the weed. 



HORACE. 

Book II. Oi'e X. 

Rbcbivk, dear friend, the truths I teach. 
So Shalt thou live beyond the reach 

Of adverse Fortune's power; 
Not always tempt and distant deep. 
Nor always timorously creep 

Along the treach'rous shore. 

He that holds fast the golden mean. 
And lives contentedly between 

The little and the great. 
Feels not the wants that pinch the poor. 
Nor plagues that haunt the rich raan*s door 

Imbitt'ring allhis state. 

The tallest phie feeVs mot.^ \Xie v^^ct 

or wintry blaata ; the \oW«sfc Xa'^^t 

Comes heaviest to the cto\»sv4\ 
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The bolts that spare the moantain'i side. 
His cloud-capt eminence divide, 
And spread the ruin round. 

The weIl-infonn*d philosopher 
R^oices with a wholesome fear. 

And hopes, in spite of pain ; 
If Winter bellows from the north. 
Soon the sweet Spring: comes dancing forth. 

And Nature laughs again. 

What if thine heaven be overcast. 
The dark appearance will not last ; 

Expect a brighter sky. 
The god that storings the silver bow. 
Awakes sometimes the muses too. 

And lays his arrows by. 

If hindrances obstruct thy way. 
Thy magnanimity display. 

And let thy strength be seen ; 
But O ! if fortune fill thy sail 
With more than a propitious g^le. 

Take half thy canvass in. 



A REFLECTION 

OK THK FORKOOINO ODK. 

And is this all P Can Reason do no more 

Than bid me shun the deep, and dread the shore P 

Sweet moralist 1 afloat on life's rough sea. 

The Christian has an art unknown to thee. 

He holds no parley with unmanly fears; 

Where duty bids, he confldenUy steets. 

Faces a thousand dangers at Yvet co\\. 

And, trusting in his God, 8\KKsiio\>»X» >iJns!Bft. «a% 
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THE LILY AND THE ROSE 



Thk nymph mast lose her female ftiend. 

If more admir'd than she- 
Bat where will fierce contention end. 

If flowers can disagree ? 

Within the garden's peaceful scene 

Appear'd two lovely foes. 
Aspiring to the rank of qoeen» 

The Lily and the Rose. 

The Rose soon reddenM into ragoy, 

And, swelling with disdain, 
Appeal'd to many a poet's page 

To prove her right to reigu. 

The LUy'g height bespoke command, 

A fidr Imperial (lower ; 
She seem'd design'd for Flora's hand. 

The sceptre of her power. 

rhis civil hick'ring and debate 
The goddess chancM to hear. 

And flew to save, ere yet too late. 
The pride of the parterre. 

Yours is, she said, the nobler hue. 
And yoors the statelier mien j 

And, till a third surpasses you, 
Let each be deem'd a queen. 

Thus, 8ooth*d and reconciled, each teeka 

The fairest British fair ; 
The seat of empire is her cheeks, 

They reign united tkieie. 
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A COMPARISON 



The lapse of time and rivers is tbe same. 

Both speed their jouniey with a restless stream } 

Tbe silent pace, with which they steal away 

No wealth can bribe, no prayers persuade to stay } 

Alike irrevocable both when past, 

And a wide ocean swallows both at last. 

Thongh each resemble each in every part, 

A diflTrence strikes at length the musing heart ; 

Streams never flow in vain ; where streams abound. 

How laughs the land with various plenty crowu'd I 

But time, that should enrich the nobler mind. 

Neglected leaves a dreary waste behind. 



ANOTHER 

AOURKSSED TO A TOUNO tADY. 



SwBBT stream that winds through yonder glade, 

Apt emblem of a virtuous maid— 

Silent and chaste she steals along, 

Far from the world's gay busy throng} 

With gentle yet prevailing force. 

Intent upon her destin'd course ; 

Graceful and useful all she does, 

Blessing and bless'd where'er she goes 

Pure-bosom'd as that wat'ry glass, 

And beaveii reflected in her fac?. 
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THE POET'S NEW-YEAR'S GIFT 

TO MRS. (now LADT) THROCKMORTON. 

Maria ! I have every g:ood 
¥<x thee wish'd mrnny a time. 

Both sad and in a chemol mood. 
But never yet in rhyme. 

Tb wish thee fairer is no need. 
More prudent, or more sprightly. 

Or more ing^enioos, ot more freed 
From temper-flaws unsightly. 

What favour then not yet possess'd. 

Can I for thee require, 
In wedded love already bless*d 

To thy whole hearths desire ? 

None here is happy but in part: 

FuU bliss is bliss divine ; 
There dwells some wish in every heart. 

And doubtless one in thine. 

That wish, on some fair future day. 
Which Fate shall brigbUy gUd, 

(*Tls blameless be it what it majr;, 
I wish it all fiilfillM. 



ODE TO APOLLO. 

ON AN INK-0LA8S ALMOST DRIED IN TflS SUN. 

Patron ot all (bose luckless brains, 
r ThAt, to the wrong side \eKa\t\c, 

(> Indite much metre vrith inuc;\i v^oa, 

' And little or no meanUie • 
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Ah why, since oceans, rlTors, streams, 

That water all the nations. 
Pay tribute to thy grlorioos beams. 

In constant exhalations. 

Why, stooping: from the noon of day, 

I'oo covetous of drink, 
Apollo, hast thou stolen away 

A poet's drop of ink ? 

Upborne into the viewless air 

It floats a vapour now, 
Impell'd through regions dense and rare. 

By all the winds that blow 

Ordain'd perhaps ere summer flies, 

Combin'd with millions more. 
To form an Iris in the skies. 

Though black and foul before. 

Illustrious drop ! and happy then 

Beyond the happiest lot, 
Of all that ever pass*d my pen. 

So soon to be forgot ! 

Phoebus, if sncfa be thy design. 

To place it in thy bow, 
Give wit, that what is left may shine 

With equal grace below. 



PAIRING TIME ANTICIPATED. 

A PABLK. 

I SHALL not ask Jean Jacques Rousseau* 
If birds confabulate or no ; 

• Itwaaooeof the whinufeal tpceuliktioiwoC UiU^KlVMiQivM*>^^>^L i 
lit the Ab/M which «aorib« t«awm «n& cfMrtAv Ma %xvVro»iik "^"^vSm*. 
'irhbeld from ehildien, m» being f^\e\w«t «.«mv>-\r^- ^^?V!^>.W^'» 
M erer deoeired by them, w OM»be »»*\i»VOi» v»A«w* ^»\^j!>*w»^ 
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'Tis clear that they were always able 

To hold discourse, at least in fable ; 

And even the child that knows no better 

Than to interpret the letter, 

A story of a cock and bull, 

Must have a most ancommon skull. 

It chanc'd then on a winter's day, 
Bat warm, and bright, and calm as May, 
The birds, conceiving a design 
To forestfdl sweet St. Valentine, 
In many an orchard, copse, and grove, 
Assembled on atfidrs of love. 
And with much twitter and much chatter, 
Began to agitate the matter. 
At length a Bulflnch who could boast 
More years and wisdom than the mobt. 
Entreated, opened wide his beak, 
A moments liberty to speak } 
And silence publicly enjoined, 
Deliver'd briefly thus his mind :— 

My friends ! be cautious how you treat 
She subject upon which we meet ; 
I fear we shall have winter yet. 

A Finch whose tongue knew no control, 
With golden wing, and satin poll, 
A last year's bird, who ne'er had tried 
What marriage means, thus pert replied :— 

Mcthinks the gentleman, qouth she. 
Opposite in the apple-tree. 
By his good will would keep us single 
Till yonder heaven and earth shall mingle. 
Or (which is likelier to befall) 
Till death exterminate us all. 
I'll marry without more ado. 
My dear Dick Redcap, what say you ? 

Dick heard, and tweedling, ogling, bridling. 
Turning short round, strutting and sideling, 
Attested, glad, his approbation. 
Of an immediate coi^ugation. 
Their sentiments so well express'd 
Influenc'd mightily the rest, 
AJJ pair'd, and each pair built a nest. 

But though the birds were iViua iu haste, 
ne leaves came on not quite &o t«At, 
And Destdny, that sometimea bevn 
;' ^^ BBpect stem on man's sfBe^^i 
-Wot aitoff ether smil'd on lYieita. 
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The wind, of late breathM gently forth. 
Now shitted east, and east by north ; 
Bare trees and shrubs but ill, you know. 
Could shelter them from rain or snow. 
Stepping into their nests they paddled, 
Themselves were chiU'd, their eggs were addled ; 
Soon every father bird and mother. 
Grew quarrelsome, and peck'd each other, 
Parted without the least regret, 
Except that they had ever met. 
And leam*d in future to be wiser. 
Than to neglect a good adviser. 

UORAL. 

Misses ! the tale that T relate 

This lesson seems to carry — 
Choose not only a proper mate. 

But proper time to marry. 



THE DOG AND THE WATER-LILY. 

NO FABLE. 

Tbk moon was shady, and soft airs 

Swept Ouse's silent tide, 
When 'scap'd tirom literary ^cares, 

I wandered on his side. 

My spaniel, prettiest of his race. 

And high in pedigree, 
(Two nymphs* adorn'd with every grrace 

That spaniel found for me.) 

Now wanton*d lost in flags and reeds. 

Now starting into sight. 
Pursued the swallow o'et lYv« tiA»&% 

With scarce a slcwex f^^t. 



IK6B VHS DOG AlTD THS WATIB LILT. 

It was ttie time when Oase disiday'd 

His lilies newly blown ; 
Their beauties I intent 8iirvey*d« 

And one I wish'd my own. 

With cane extended far I soui^ht 

To steer it close to land ; 
Bat still the prize, though nearly caught, 

£8cap*d my eager hand. 

Seau mark*d my nnsuccessfnl pains 

With flx*d cousid'rate face. 
And puzzling set bis puppy brains 

To comprehend the case. 

But with a cherup clear and strong. 

Dispersing all its dream, 
1 thence withdrew, and follow*d long 

The windings of the stream. 

My ramble ended, I ref um'd ; 

Beau trotting far before. 
The floating wreath again discerned. 

And plunging left the shore. 

I saw him with that lily cropp*d 

Impatient swim to meet 
My quick approach, and soon he dropp'd 

The treasure at my feet. 

Charm'd with the sight, the world, I cried. 

Shall hear of this thy deed : 
My dog shall mortify the pride 

Of man's superior breed; 

But chief myself I will ei\}oin. 

Awake at duties call. 
To show a love as prompt as thine 

To Him who s^ves m« %)!. 
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BOADICEA. 

AN OOS, 

When the British warrior queen. 
Bleeding flrom the Roman rods* 

Soaghty with an indignant mien, 
Coansel of her coontxy's gods. 

Sage beneath the spreading oak 

Sat the Drnid, hoary chi^; 
Every burning word he spoke 

Fall of rage, and fall of grief. 

Princess I if otur aged ^es 
Weep upon thy matchless wrongs, 

'Us because resentment ties 
All the terrors of our tongues. 

Rome shall perish— write that word 
In the blood that she has spilt ; 

Perish hopeless and abhorr'd. 
Deep in ruin as in guilt. 

Rome for emi^e tax renown'd, 
Tramples on a thousand states ; 

Soon her pride shall kiss the ground- 
Hark ! the Gaul is at ber gates ( 

Other Romans shall arise. 
Heedless of a soldier's name ; 

Sounds, not arms, shall win the prize. 
Harmony the path to fame. 

Then the progeny that springs 
From the f oxesta oi o^ox \kcA 

Arm*d with tY\\mdec« c\bA. '<«SSS^^Vm^« 
Shall a widei vracNd cociu&asA^ 



Rcglaiii Otar never Xnew 
ThypMteritvihallB-ayi 
WhBH bla egglcK never Hew, 



je bard's prfiphctlc wordF^ 



Snflluia, piUltss *e proDd, 
Hmybd iiwirdi the vengeww* da«> 




Tbttshook a. „ - — 

Dark BDd rolamlwHis tl« livoan rt«. . 
Anil fianff their hotioM In tt«> ii^S™'™* " 
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'While through the Stygian veil, that blots the day, 
In dazzling streaks the vivid lightnings play. 
But oh ! what muse, and in what powers of song, 
Can trace the torrent as it bums along ? 
Havoc and devastation in the van, 
It marches o*er the prostrate works of man j 
Vines, olives, herbage, forests disappear. 
And sill the charms of a Sicilian year. 

Revolving seasons, fruitless as they pass, 
See it an uniform'd and idle mass ; 
Without a soil t' invite the tiller's care. 
Or blade, that might redeem it from despair. 
Yet time at length (what will not time achieve? 
Clothes it with earth, and bids the produce live. 
Once more the spiry myrtle crowns the glade. 
And ruminating flocks enjoy the shade. 
O bliss precarious, and unsafe retreats, 
O charming Paradise of short-lived sweets ! 
The self-same gale, that wafts the A-agrance round. 
Brings to the distant ear a sullen sound : 
Again the mountain feels tli' imprisoned foe. 
Again pours ruin on the vale below. 
Ten thousand swains the wasted scene deplore. 
That only future ages can restore. 

Ye monarchs, whom the lure of honour draws, 
Who write in blood the merits of your cause. 
Who strike the blow, then plead your own defence. 
Glory your aim, but justice your pretence : 
Behold in i£tna's emblematic fires 
The mischief your ambitious pride inspires ! 

Fast by the stream, that bounds your just domain, 
And tells you were ye have a right to reign, 
A nation dwells, not envious of your throne, 
Studious of peace, their neighbours', and their own 
Ill-fated race ! how deeply must they rue 
Their only crime, vicinity to you ! 
The trumpet sounds, your legions swarm abroad. 
Through the ripe harvest lies their destin'd road. 
At every step beneath their feet they tread 
The life of multitudes, a nation's bread ! 
Earth seems a garden in its loveliest dress 
Before them, and behind a wilderness. 
Famine, and Pestilence, her first-born son. 
Attend to finish what the svjotA \st^xv «, 
^nd echoing praises, such as ft^exvAs TD\^t&. «asw> 
And Folly pays resound at yoxa Te\.>\vtv« 

154 2 A 
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S70 MY MOTHEB'S FICTUllE. 

A calm succeeds— bat Plenty, with her train ■ 
Of heartfelt Jojs, SQCceeds not soon agT'iUi. 
And yean of pining^ indigence most show 
W hat scoorgres are the gt>ds that rule below. 

Yet man, laborioas man, by slow degrees, 
(Such is bis thirst of opulence and ea^e) 
Flies all the sinews of industrious toil. 
Gleans up the refuse of the g^eneral spoil. 
Rebuilds the towers that smok'd upon the plain. 
And the sun gilds the sliining spires again. 

Increasing commerce and reyiving art 
Renew the quarrel on the conqueror's part : 
And a sad lesson must be leam'd once mure* 
That wetUth within is ruin at the door. 
What are ye, monarchs, laurell'd heroes, say* 
But i£tnas of the sufiTring world ye sway ? 
Sweet Nature, stripp'd of her embroider'd robe» 
Deplores the wasted regions of her globe ; 
And stands a witness at Truth's awful bar. 
To prove you there destroyers as you are. 

O place me in some heaven-protected isle. 
Where Peace, and Equity, and Freedom amilet 
Where no valcano pours his fiery flood. 
No crested warrior dips his plume m blood: 
Where Power secures what Industry has won } 
Where to succeed is not to be undone ; 
A laud, that distant tyrants hate in vain. 
In Britain's isle, beneath a George's reign ! 
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ON THE RECEIPT OP 

MY MOTHER^S PICTURE 

OUT OF NORFOLK. 

Tk0 0{ft (if my Coutin, Ann Bodham, 1790. 

O THAT thoae lips Yva;di\K(v^«ii|^e\ life has paas'd 
With me but rougYiVy, ttvft.c«\Ykft«t«i\.\«fc\3Msfc. 
Those lips are ttdne— \toj osm %n»^^ «s!^\* 
The same, that olt Va cWld^Qfwi^ wS^tf^taa \ 



MT mother's fxctube. 871 

Toice only fails, else how distinct tb^ say, 
** Grieve not, my child, chase all thy fears away ;" 
The meek intelligrencx of those dear eyes 
(Bless*d be the art that can Immortalize, 
The art that baffles Time's tyrannic claim 
To quench it) here shines on roe still the same. 
Faithfol remembrancer of one so dear, 

welcome gaest, though unexpected here I 
Who bidd*8t me honour with an heartless uoag. 
Affectionate, a mother lost so long. 

1 will obey, not willingly alone. 

But gladly, as the precept were her own ; 
And, while that face renews my filial grief. 
Fancy shall weave a charm for my relief, 
Shall steep me in Elysian reverie, 
A momentary dream, that thou art she. 

My mother I when I leam*d that thou vrast dead, 
Say, wast thou conscious of the tears I shed P 
Hover'd thy spirit o*er thy sorrowing son, 
Wretch even then, life's journey just begun ? 
Perhaps thou gav*st me, though unfelt, a kiss } 
Perhaps a tear, if souls can weep in bliss — 
Ah, that maternal smile ! it answers — Yes. 
1 heard the bell toiru on thy burial day, 
T saw the hearse that bore thee slow awi^. 
And, turning from my nurs'ry whidow, drew 
A long, long sigh, and wept a last adieu 1 
But was it such ?— It was.— Where thou art goue. 
Adieus and farewells are a sound unknown. 
May I but meet thee on that peaceful shore. 
The parting word shall pass my lips no more ! 
Thy maidens, gnnev'd themselves at my concenit 
Oft gave me promise of thy quick retnm. 
What ardently I wish'd, 1 long believ'd, 
And, disapppointed still, was still deceiv*d« 
By expectation every day beguil'd. 
Dope of to-morrow even tlrom a child. 
Thus many a sad to-morrow came and went» 
Till, all my stock of infant sorrow spent, 
I leam'd at last submission to my lot. 
But, though I less deplor'd thee, ne'er forgot. 

Where once we dwelt, our name is heard no more. 
Children not thine have trod my nurseqf floor % 
And where the gardener Rohiiv, ^'j \»:) ^ks« 
Drew me to «ehool along thft pu\»^ 'WS% 
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Thy nlghOy TlsiU to my chumlier mule. 

The blBcnit of confectionarj plum i 
The rncraot waten on aij cbeeka beatoVd 
Bt thT own hand, tUl frt^h tliey shonE mid Elm 
All this, uid more endenrln^ still than all, 
Thy coiiBtanl aov. of love, that knew no fKll, 
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So thon with sails how swift hast reach'd the shore, 
• Where tempests never beat nor billows roar,** 
And tby loved consort, ou the dangerous tide 
Of life, long since has anchored by thy side. 
But me, scarce hoping to attaui that rest. 
Always from port witliheld, always distress'd — 
Me howling blasts drive devious, tempest-toss*d. 
Sails ripp*d, seams opening wide, and comp&ss lost, 
And day by day some current's thwarting force 
Sets me more distant from a prosp'rous course. 
But ch the thought, that thou art safe, and he ! 
That thought is joy, arrive what may to me. 
My boast is not, that I deduce my birth 
From loins enthron'd, and rulers of the earth ; 
But higher far my proud pretensions rise— 
The son of parents pass'd into the skies. 
And now, fareweil— Time unrevoked has run 
His wonted course, yet what I wish'd is done. 
By contemplation's help, not sought in vain, 
I seem'd to have lived my childhood o'er again 
To have renew'd the joys that once were mine 
Without the sin of violating thine ; 
And, while the wings of Fancy still ore firee 
Aud I can view this mimic show of thee, 
lime has but half succeeded in his theft — 
Thyself remov'd, thy power to soothe me lefL 



FRIENDSHIP. 



What virtue, or what mental grace. 
But men unqualified and base 

Will boast it there possession ? 
Profusion apes the noble part 
Of liberality of heart. 

And dulness of discretion. 

If every polish'd gem w^flud, 
JiJuminating heart or tnixvOi, 
Provoke to imitation *, 



874 JfBIBNDSHIP. 

No wonder fticndsbip does the smnie, 
That jewel of the purest flame, 
Or rather constellation. 

No knave bat boldly will pretend 
The reqoisites that form a friend, 

A real and a sound one ; 
Nor any fool he would deceive. 
But prove as ready to believe. 

And dream that he had found one. 

Candid, and generous, and Just, 
Boys care but little whom they trust, 

An error soon corrected — 
For who but leams in riper years. 
That man when smoothest he appears. 

Is most to be suspected ? 

But here again a danger lies. 
Lest, having misiq)plied our eyes. 

And taken trash for treasure. 
We should unwarily conclude 
Friendship a false ideal good, 

A mere Utoinan pleasure. 

An acqaisition rather rare 
Is yet no subject of despair; 

Nor is it wise complaining. 
If either on forbidden ground. 
Or where it was not to be found. 

We sought without attaining. 

No friendship vrill abide the test. 
That stands on sordid interest. 

Or mean self-love erected : 
Nor such as may a while subsist. 
Between the sot and sensualist. 

For vicious ends connected. 

Who aeeks & ti\«i3i «\ko\xW coux^ ^%>in^^ 
T* exhibit ia «uVi bVoom dSkwJ^"^ 
Tbc graces wiCl \3Bft \»»xx\m<»» 
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Tliat form the character he seeks. 
For 'tis a union, that bespeaks 
Reciprocated daties. 



Mutual attention is implied, 
And equal truth on either side. 

And constantly supported ; 
'Tis senseless arrogance t* accuse 
Another of suiister views. 

Our own is much distorted. 



But will sincerity suffice ? 
It is indeed aliove all price. 

And must be made the basis ; 
But every virtue of the soul 
Must constitute the charming whole, 

All shuiing in their places, 

A firetful temper will divide 

The closest knot that may be tied, 

By ceaseless sharp corrosion ; 
A temper passionate and fierce 
May suddenly your Joys disperse 

At one immense explosion. 

In vain the talkative unite 

In hopes of permanent delight — 

The secret just committed, 
Forgetting its important weight. 
They drop through mere desire to prate. 

And by themselves outwitted. 

How bright soe'er the prospect seems. 
All thoughts of friendship are but dreams. 

If envy chance to. creep in ; 
An envious man, if you succeed. 
May prove a dang'rous foe indeed, 

But not a Mend worth keeping. 

As en\'y pines at good possc«&'A, ^ 

So jealousy looks fortYi Atette^tf^ 
On good, that aeems 8ipi^oMi\i\v\% \ 
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And, if success his steps attend. 
Discerns a rival in a friend. 
And hates him for encToachlngr. 

Hence aathors of illustrious name, 
Unless belied by common fame. 

Are sadly prone to quarrel. 
To deem the wit a friend displays 
A tax upon their own just praise. 

And pluck each other's laurel. 

A man renown'd for repartee 
Will seldom scruple to make free 

With friendship's finest feeling. 
Will thrust a dagger at your breast. 
And say he wounded you in jest. 

By way of balm for healing. 

Whoever keeps an open ear 
For tattlers will be sure to hear 

The trumpet of contention ; 
Aspersion is the babbler's trade. 
To listen is to letid him aid. 

And rush into dissension. 



A friendship, that in frequent^flts 
Of controversial rage emits 

The sparks of disputation. 
Like hand in hand insurance plates 
Most unavoidably creates 

The thought of conflagrration. 

Some fickle creatures boast a soul 
True as a needle to the pole, 

Tlieir humour yet so various— 
They manifest their whole life through 
Tlie needle's deviations too, 

Their love is so precarious. 

The preat and sm«i\ \i\A.xw«\i xnsisX 
On tertnB of am\tj cotav^Xft-, 
Plebeians taust awtteuaex 
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And yield so much to noble folk. 
It is combining fire with smoke, 
Obscurity with splendour. 

Some are so placid and serene 
(As Irish bogs are always green) 

They sleep secure from waking ; 
And are indeed a bog that bears 
Your unparticipated cares 

Unmoved and without quaking* 

Courtier and patriot cannot mix 
Their het'rogeneous politics 

Without an effervescence. 
Like that of salts with lemon Juice, 
Which does not yet like that produce 

A friendly coalescence. 

Religion should extinguish strife. 
And make a calm of human life. 

But friends that chance to differ 
On points which God has left at large, 
How freely will they meet and chart; e 

No combatants are stiffer. 



To prove at last my main intent 
Needs no expense of argument. 

No cutting and contriving— 
Seeking a real friend we seem 
T* adopt the chemist's golden dream, 

With stiU less hope of thriving. 

Sometimes the fault is all our own. 
Some blemish in due time made known 

By trespass or omission ; 
Sometimes occasion brings to light 
Our friend's defect long hid from siglit, 

And even from suspicion. 

Then Judge yourself, and ptoxe "^oms tEcasw a 

As circumspectly as you can, ^ 

And, having made elccUoxk* 
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Beware no negligence of yours. 
Such as a friend but ill endures. 
Enfeeble his Affection. 



That secrets are a sacred tmst, 

That friends should be sincere and just. 

That constancy befits them. 
Are observations on the case, 
That savour much of common-place. 

And all the world admits them. 



But, *tis not timber, lead, and stone. 
An architect requires alone, 

To finish a fine building — 
The palace were but half complete. 
If he could possibly forget 

The carving and the gilding 

The roan that heuls you Tom or Jack, 
And proves by thumps upon your back 

How he esteems your meri^ 
Is such a friend, that one had need 
Be veiy much bds friend indeed. 

To pardon or to bear it. 

As similarity of mind, 

Or something not to be defined. 

First fixes our attention ; 
So manners decent and polite. 
The same we practis'd at first sight, ^ 

Must save it from declension. 

Some act upon this prudent plan, 
* Say little, and hear all you can.' 

Safe policy, but hateful — 
So barren sands imbibe the shower, 
But render neither firuit nor flower. 

Unpleasant and ungrateful. 

Tlie man I trust, if sby to me, 
Sb&U end me as reserved ea iic\ 
No subterfuge ot ple«Avi\s 
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Shall win my confidence a^ain; 
I will by no means entertain 
A spy on my proceeding. 

These samples — for alas ! at last 
These are bnt samples, and a taste 

Of evils yet nnmention'd, — 
May prove the task a task indeed. 
In which 'tis much if we succeed. 

However well-iiitention'd. 

Pursue the search, and yon will find 
Good sense and knowledge of mankind 

To be at least expedient. 
And, after summing all the rest, 
Religion ruling in the breast 

A principal ingredfcnt. 

The noblest Friendship ever shown 
The Saviour's history makes known. 

Though some have tum'd and tuni*d it j 
And, whether being crazed or blind. 
Or seeking with a biass'd mind. 

Have not, it seems, disccm'd it. 

O Friendship, if my soul forego 
Thy dear delights while here below 

To mortify and grieve me. 
May I mys^ at last appear 
Unworthy, base, and insincere. 

Or may my friend deceive mc 1 



THE ENCHANTMENT DISSOLVED, 

I 

Blinobd in youiYi \>^ ^\«cC^ «s\a^ 
The world to our nTi\i(WJcWia«^'^«M\x ^m 

A Catterins pto«ftwX %\«pw*\ ^H 



380 LIGHT SHINING OUT OF DABKNESS. 

Our fancy forms a thousand schemes 
Of gay delights and golden dreams. 
And undisturb*d repose. 

So in the desert's dreary waste, 
By magic power produc'd in haste, 

(As ancient fables say,) 
Castles, and groves, and music sweet. 
The senses of the traveller meet, 

And stop him in his way. 

But while he listens with surprise. 
The charm dissolves, the vision dies, 

'Twas but enchanted ground ; 
Thus if the Lord our spirit touch. 
The world which promis'd us so much, 

A wilderness is found. 

At first we start and feel distressed. 
Convinced we never can have rest 

In such a wretched place ; 
But He whose mercy breaks the charm, 
Reveals his own almighty arm. 

And bids us seek his face. 

Then we begin to live indeed, 

When from our sin and bondage fireed 

By his beloved Friend ; 
"VS'e follow him from day to day, 
Assur'd of grace through all the way, 

And glory at the end. 



LIGHT SHINING OUT OF DARKNESS, 



r« 



God moves in a tnyBtfitioua way, 
His wonders to peifoim', 

He plants his footsteps Va tYve «^% 
And rid«s upon the sitoim. 
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Deep in unfathomable mines 

Of nevcnr failing skill. 
He treasures up his bright designs, 

And works his sovereign will. 

Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take. 

The clouds ye so much dread 
Are big with mercy, and shall break 

In blessing^ on your bead. 

Judge not the Lord by feeble sense. 

But trust him for his grace ; 
Behind a frowning Providence 

He hides a smiling face. 

His purposes will ripen fast. 

Unfolding every hour ; 
The bud may have a bitter ta«tc, 

But bwcet will be the flower. 

Blind unbelief is sure to err 

And scan his work in vain i 
God is his own interpreter. 

And he will make it plain. 



TEMPTATIOK. 



The billows swell, the winds are high« 

Clouds overcast my vrintry sky ; 

Out of the depths to thee I call. 

My fears are great, my strength is small. 

O Lord, the pilot's part perform. 
And guide and guard me through the storm. 
Defend me flrora eacYi ihTe«A?mw^V^» 
Control the waves, say, * Y<iw»,>» ^'^I^* 
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Wisdom and marcy groide my waj. 

Shall I resist them both ? 
A poor blind creature of a day, 

And crusU'd before the moth ! 

Etit ah ! my inward spirit cries. 

Still bind me to thy sway ; 
Else the next cloud that veils my skies. 

Drives all these thoughts away. 



STANZAS 

Suljoined fo fhe Yearly Bill of MoriaXUy qf th* Parish of 
All-Sainft, Northampton j* Anno Domini, 1787* 

Pal'ida Mors tequo puUnt pede pnapemm taberoM, 
Reguirqaa turrea. — Hor, 

Pale Bpnth with equal foot strikes wide the door 
Of royal hnlls and huvels of the poor. 

Whilk thirteen moons saw smoothly ran 

The Nen's barge>laden wave, 
All these, life's rambling journey done, 

Have found their home, the grave. 

Was man (frail always) made more frail 

Than in foregoing years ? 
Did famine, or did plague prevail. 

That so much death appears ! 

Ko ; these were vig'rous as their sires. 

Nor plague nor famine came : 
This annual tribute Death requires. 

And never waves his claim. 

Like crowded forest- trees we stand, 

And some are marked to fall ; 
The axe win smite at Grod's command. 

And soon shall smite \x« «X\.. 

• CompoKd for John Cox. \M *Yi c\«t^ ol'&«SS^"»^\N^^* 
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BILL or KOBTAUVT. 
Gnen u Ac ti«r-toefl, mr uracil. 



Can nlwuji baulk tbe tomb. 
And 1 that humble as my lot, 
Tbe» tmtlm, tbough known, too much fbip 



Bo pnya yoar cink wftta all hla 
Ucg* arDii fur oDce ti> lake Ui go 



ON A SIJIILAR OCCASION, 



Coauy 1, ftom Heaven lD«i^d, u troe frtsa: 
To wliom the rtelns sear ihelYijtDisWfflXas 
-*■ r can namber In mj pijiirt™V \»*=, 
Aiid llcm down tbe \^icftni» o1 tt« VBjfci 
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ilow each would trembling: wait the moornfol sheet. 
On which the press might stamp him next to die ; 

And, readiilg here his sentence, how replete 
With anxious meaning, Heavenward torn his eye ! 

Time then would seem more precious than the joys 
In which he sports away the treasure now ; 

And prayer more seasonable than the noise* 
Of drunkards, or the music-drawinf bow. 

Then doubtless many a trifler, on the brink 
Of this world's hazardous and headlong shore, 

Forced to a pause, would feel it good to think, 
Told that his setting sun must rise no more* 

Ah self-deceiv'd 1 Could I prophetic say 
Who next is fated, and who next to fall, 

The rest might then seem privileg'd to play j 
But, naming none, the Toice now speaks to ALL* 

Observe the dappled foresters, how light 
They bound and airy o'er the sunny glade— 

One falls— the rest, wide scatter'd with aflright, 
V&nish at once into the darkest shade. 

Had we their wisdom, should, we often wam*d« 
Still need repeated warnings, and at last, 

A thousand awftil admonitions scom'd. 
Die self-accused of life run all to waste ? 



Sad waste ! for which no after thrift atones, 
The gnrave admits no cure for guilt or sin ; 

Dew-drops may deck the turf that hides the bones, 
But tears of godly gri^ ne'er flow within. 

Learn then, ye living ! by the months be taught 
Of all these sepulchres, instructors true. 

That, soon or late, death also is your lot. 
And the next opening grave may yawn for you. 



154 
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ON A SIMILAE OCCASION. 

For the Tear 1789. 

.— FUuildaqae ibi demom morta qulevit— Ftr^ . 
TUere ealm at length he bnath'd hit loul Aw«y 

** O Most ddightfal boor by man 

Experienc'd here below, 
The hoar that terminates his span, 

His folly, and his wo 1 

** Worlds should not bribe me back to tread 

Again life's dreary waste. 
To see agrain my day o'erspread 

With all the gloomy past. 

*' My home henceforth is in the skies. 

Earth, seas, and san adiea I 
All Heaven unfolded to my eyes, 

I have no sight for you." 

So spake Aspasio, firm possess'd 

Of faiUi's supporting rod, 
Then brcath'd his soul into its rest. 

The bosom of his God. 

He was a man among the few 

Sincere on virtue's side ; 
And all his strength from Scripture drew, 

TO hourly use applied. 

That rule he prized, by that he fear*d. 

He hated, hoped, and loved ; 
Nor ever frt>wn*d, or sad appear'd, 

But when his heart had rov'd. 

Fctr be was frail, as thou or 1« 

And evil felt w\t\i\n \ 
But, when be leit Vt, YkeaVCi % A^V V 

And loath'd tkie tYiougXit dl «&- ^ 
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Such Mv'd Aspaido ; and at last 

CaU'd up from Earth to Heaven, 
The gulf of death triumphant pass'd. 

By galea of blessing driven. 

Sit Joys be MtHtf, each Reader cries. 

When my last hour arrives : 
They shall be yours, my Verse replies. 

Such only be your lives. 



ON A SIMILAR OCCASION. 

For tk€ Tear 1790. 

Ke coinmonentem recta tpeiiMr.— AncAaiiai*. 
Despite not my good eoaiuel. 

Hb who sits from day to day. 
Where the prison'd lark is hung, 

Heedless of his loudest lay. 
Hardly knovtrs that be has sung. 

Where the watchman in his round 
Nightly lifts his voice on high, 

None accnstom'd to the sound. 
Wakes the sooner for his cry. 

So your verse-man 1, and derk, 
Yearly in my song proclaim 

Death at hand— yourselves his mark-> 
And ttxe foe*s unerring aim. 

Duly at my time I come. 

Publishing to all aloud- 
Soon the grave must be your home^ 

And your oa^ a\i^ tkiiboraQidi. 
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L SIMILAR OCCASION. 



T^ANiLKiB Kit riToan rrom on hi^, 
Man tblnlu he Ia.aa ton loctn \ 
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And he, not wise enough to scan 

The best concerns aright. 
Would gladly stretch Ufa's little span 

To ages if he might. 

To ages in a world of pain. 

To ages where he goes. 
Bound by affliction's heavy chain. 

And hopeless of repose. 

Strange fondness of the human heait, 

Enamour'd of its harm I 
Strange world, that costs it so much smf 

And still has power to charm. 

Whence has the world her ma^e power ? 

Why deem we death a foe ? 
Recoil from weary life's best hoar, 

And covet longer wo ? 

The cause is Consdenoe— Ckmsdenoe oft 

Her tale of guilt renews : 
Her voice his terrible though soft. 

And dread of death ensues. 

Then anxious to be longer spared 
Man mourns his fleeting breath : 

All evils then seem light, compar'd 
With the approadi of Deatb. 

^Tis Judgment shakes him ; there's ^e fe 
That prompts the wish to stay ; 

He has incnrr'd a long arrear. 
And must despair to pay. 

Pay/— follow Christ, and all is paid 
His death your peace ensures ; 

Think on the grave were he was laid. 
And cahn deseend to yours. 
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ON A SIMILAR OCCASION, 

For the Year 1703, 

"D* neria uit«m bao tli vna Mntentia, ut eoBMrveDtar. 

de. lb Ltg. 

Bat tat na all oonear In thU one .aenUmeBt, that tblnga aaarad fc« ia vloUte^ 



Hb lives, who lives to God alone* 

And all are dead beside; 
For other source than God is none. 

Whence life can be supplied. 

To live to God is to requite 
His love as best we may ; 

To make his precepts our delight, 
His promises oar stay. 



Bnt life, within a narrow ring 

Of giddy joys comprised. 
Is falsely nam'd, and no such thing. 

Bat rather death disgais'd. 



Can life in them deserve the name. 

Who only live to prove 
For what poor toys they can disclaim 

An endless life above ? 



Who, mach diseas*d, yet nothing feel ; 

Much menacM, nothing dread; 
Have wounds, which only God can heal. 

Yet never ask his aid P 

Who deem bi& hoTise «l useless place. 
Faith, want of comrnoiv %eiv«« % 

And ardour in the CYiTV&^»xkt«ce» 
A hypocrite's pretence > 
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Who trunple order ; and the day 

Which God asserts his own. 
Dishonour with nnhallowM play, 

And worship chance alone ? 

If scorn of God*s commands, impress'd 

On word and deed, imply 
The better port of man onbless'd 

With life that cannot die : 

Such want it, and that want, nncored 

Till man resigns his breath. 
Speaks him a criminal, assured 

Of everlasting death. 

Sad period to a pleasant coarse ! 

Yet so will God repay 
Sabbaths profan'd without remorse. 

And mercy cast away. 



A HYMN. 

OR THB USB OF THB SUNDAY SCHOOL AT OLNBT. 

Hbar, Lord, the song of praise and prayer 

In heaven thy dwelling place. 
From infants made the public care. 

And taught to seek thy face. 

Thanks for thy word and for thy day, ' 

And grant us, we implore. 
Never to waste in sinful play 

Thy holy sabbaths more. 

Thanks that we hear— but oh I impart 

To each desires sVncece, 
That we may listen NvW^h. ovn \v«Kt\^ 
And learn as yreVl «A\ve«:t. 
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For if vain thoaghto the minds engage 

Of older far tlutn we, 
What hope that, at oar heedless age. 

Oar minds should e*er be free ? 

Much hope, if thou our spirit take 
Under thy gracioas sway. 

Who canst the wisest wiser make. 
And babes as wise as they. 

Wisdom and bliss thy word bestows, 
A sun that ne*er declines. 

And be thy mercies shower'd on those 
Who placed as where it shines. 



GRATITUDE. 

ADURESTBD TO LADY HKSKBTII. 
1786. 

Tris cap that so stately appears. 
With ribbon-bound tassel on high. 
Which seems by the crest that it rears, 
Ambitious of brushing the sky : 
This cap to my cousin I own. 
She gave it, and gave me beside, 
Wreath'd into an elegant bow. 
The ribbon with which it is tied. 

Tliis wheel-footed studj^g chair, 
Cuntriv'd both for toil and repose. 
Wide elbow'd and wadded with hair, 
In which I doth scribble and dose, 
Bright studded, to dazzle the eyes. 
And rival in lustre of ttiat 
Jn which, or astronomy \i«a. 
Fair Cassiop^a safc. 
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. These carpets so soffc to the foot, 
Caledonia's trafBc and pride ! 
Oh spare them, ye knights of the boot, 
Escap*d from a cross country ride ! 
This table and mirror within. 
Secure from collision and dust. 
At which I oft shave cheek and chin, 
And periwig nicely adjust. 

This moveable structure of shelves. 
For its beauty admired and its use, 
And charg'd with octavos and twelves, 
The gayest I had to produce ; 
Where, flaming in scarlet and gold. 
My poems enchanted I view. 
And hope in due time to behold 
My Iliad and Odyssey too. 

This china that decks the alcove, 
Which here people call a buffet. 
But what the gods call it above. 
Has ne'er been reveal'd to us yet. 
These curtains that keep the room warm 
Or cool, as the season demands ; 
Those stoves, that tor pattern and form. 
Seem the labour of Mulciber's hands. 

All these are not half what T owe • 

To One, from our earliest youth i 

To me ever ready to show ' 

Benignity, friendship, and truth ; 
For Time the destroyer declared 
And foe of our perishing kind. 
If even her face he has spared 
Much less could he alter her mind. 



I 



Thus compassM about with the goods 
And chattels of leisure an \ ease, 
I indulge my poetical moods 
In many such fancies as these ; 
And fancies 1 fear they will seem— 
Poets* goods are not always so fine \ 
The poets will swear t\is.t \ ^tesbxxv. 
When I sing of the RpVendLOxn c^ TS&n»* 
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OK THB 

QUEEN'S VISIT TO LONDON. 

THK NIGHT OF TBE 17th OF MARCH, I76O. 

Whbn, long: s^ue&tered from fais throne, 

George took his seat asain. 
By right of worth, not blood alone. 

Entitled her to reign : 

Then Loyally, with all his lamps 

New trimmed, a gallant show! 
Chasing the darkness and Uke damps. 

Set London in a glow. 

Twas hard to tell of streets and sqaarea. 

Which form*d the chief display. 
These most resembling clustered stars. 
Those the long milky way. 

Light shone the roofs, the domes, tiie spires. 

And rockets flew, self-driven. 
To hang their momentary fires 

Amid the vault of heaven. 

So fire with water to compare. 

The ocean serves, on high 
Up-spouted by a whale in air. 

To express unwieldy joy. 

Had all the pageants of the world 

In one procession join'd. 
And all the banners been unfurled 

That heralds e*er designed ; 

For no such sight had England's Queen 

Forsaken her retreat. 
Where, George recovered, ii\aAft«b %c»o» 

Sweet Always, doubly sv»tct. 
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Yet glad she came that night to ptore 

A witness andiscried. 
How much the oliject of her love. 

Was loved by all beside. 

Darkness the skies had mantled o*er 

In aid of her desigrn— — ~ 
Darkness, O Queen I ne*er called before 

To veil a deed of thine ! 

On borrowed wheels away she flies, 
.. Resolv'd to be unknown. 
And gratify no curious eyes 
That night except her own. 

Arrived, a night like noon she sees, \ 

And hears the million hum ; 
As all by instinct like the bees. 

Had known their sovereign come. 



Pleased she beheld aloft portrayed 

On many a splendid wall. 
Emblems of health and heavenly aid. 

And George the theme of all. 

Unlike the enigmatic line. 

So difficult to spell. 
Which shook Belshazzar at his wine 

The night his ci^ fell. 

Soon watery grew her eyes and dim. 

But with a joyful tear,— 
Kone else, except in prayer for him, 

George ever drew firom her. 

It was a scene in every part. 
Like those m fable feigned. 

And seemed by some magician's art 
Created and sustained. 

But other magic there, she knew. 

Had been exerted none. 
To raise such wonders VnYiet nV&^« 

Save love of Qeorge slotie. 
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996 INSCRIPTION. 

That cordial thought her spirits cheered. 
And through tbe cumb'roift throng. 

Not else unworthy to be feared* 
Conveyed her calm along. 

So ancient poets say, serene 
The sea-maid rides the waves. 

And fearless of tbe billowy scene. 
Her peaceful bosom laves. 

With more than astronomic eyes 
She view*d the sparlcling show ; 

One Geoiiriau star adorns the skies, 
Sbe myiiads found below 

Yet all the glories of a night 
Like that, once seen suffice,— 

Heaven grant as no future sight. 
Such previous wo the price ! 



INSCRIPTION 

FOR THK TOMB OW MR. HAMILTOV. 

Pause here, and think ; \ m(»itory rhyme 
Demands one moment of thy fleeting time. 

Consult life's silent clock, thy bounding vein • 
Seems it to say—' Health here has long to reign. 
Hast thou the vigour of thy youth P an eye 
That beams delight? a heart untaught to sigh? 
Yetiear. Youth, ofttimes healthful and at ease 
Anticipates a day it never sees ; 
And many a tomb, like SamiUoH% aloud 
Eicclaims, 'Prepare thee for an early shroud.* 
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ON FINDING THE HEEL OF A SHOE. 

WRITTBN AT BATH, 1748. 

FoRTUNs ! I thank thee, {gentle goddess I thanks ; 
Not that my muse, though bashful, shall deny't — 
She would have thanked thee rather, hadst thou caat 
A treasure in her way ; for neither meed 
Of early breakfast, to dispel the fumee 
And bow^-raking pains of emptiness, 
Vot noontide feast, nor evening's cool repast, 
Hopes she from this— presumptuous, though perhaps 
The cobbler, leather-carving artist, might. 
Kathless she thanks thee, and accepts ^y boon. 
Whatever ; not as erst the fabled cock. 
Vain-glorious fool! unknowing what he found, 
Spomed the rich gem thou gavest him. Wherefore ah ! 
'why not on me that favour, (worthier sure !} 
Conferr'dst thon, goddess ! thou art blind thou sayest : 
Enough .' thv blindness shall excuse the deed. 

Nor does my muse no benefit exhale 
From this thy scant indulgence!— even here 
Hints, worthy sage philosophy, are found ; 
Illnstrious hints to moralize my song. 
ThIiB ponderous heel of perforated hide 
Compact, with pegs indented, many a row. 
Haply, (for such its massy form bespeaks; 
The weighty tread of some rude peasant clown 
XJpliore : on this supported oft, he stretched, 
WUh uncouth strides, along the furrowed glebe. 
Flattening the stubborn clod, till cruel time, 
(What will not cruel time) on a wry step. 
Severed the strict cohesion ; when, alas ! 
He, who could erst, with even, equal pace, 
Pursue his destin'd way with symmeti^. 
And some proportion formed, now, on one side. 
Curtailed and maimed, the sport of vagrant boys. 
Cursing his frail sttpporteT, tteacYvctoxj&^xcs^X 
With toilsome steps, and A\mc\j\t, xassH^a ^xw-, 
Thas £area it oft with ottiw ttiwv \>Qft ^^^"^ 
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Of hamble vniager— the statesman thns. 
Up the steep road, where proud ambition leads 
Aspiring, flnt uninterrupted winds 
His prosperous way j nor fears miscarriage foul 
Wliile policy prevails, and friends prove true ; 
But that support soon failing, by him left. 
On whom he most depended, basely left, 
Betray*d, deserted ; from his airy height 
Headlong he falls ; and through the rest of life. 
Drags t^ dull load of disappointment on. 



TO 

ROBERT LLOYD, ESQ. 

1754 

Tis not that I design to rob 
Thee of thy birthright, gentle Bob, 
For thou art bom sole heir, and single. 
Of dear Mat Prior's easy jingle } 
Not that I mean whUe thus I knit 

My threadbare sentiments together. 
To show ray genius or my wit. 

When God and you know I have neither. 
Or such, as might be better shown 
By letting poetcy alone. 
'Tis not with either of tiiese views, • 
That I presum*d t* address the muse : 
But to divert a fierce banditti, 
(Sw(»n foes to every thing thafs witty !) 
That, with a black infernal train. 
Make cruel inroads in my brain. 
And daily threaten to drive thence 
My little garrison of sense ; 
Hie fierce banditti which I mean, 
Are gloomy thoughts led on by spleen. 
Then tiiere's another reason yet. 
Which is, that J may fairly quit 
The debt which justly became due 
The moment when 1 heard from yon : 
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And you might grunable, stony mine. 
If paid in any other coin ! 
Since twenty sheets of lead, God knows, 
(I Vonld say twenty sheets of prose) 
Can ne'er be deem'd worth half so much 
As one of gold, and yours was such. 
Thus the preliminaries settled, 
I fEurly find myself pitch-kettled ; 
And cannot see, though few see better. 
How I shall hammer out a letter. 

First, for a thought— since all agree— 
A thought — I have it -let me see — 
Tls gone again— plague on't — I thought 
T had it— but I have it not. 
Dame Gurton thus, and Hodge h^r son. 
That useful thing her needle gone I 
Rake well the cinders .-—sweep the floor. 
And sift the dust behind the door ; 
While eager Hodge beholds the prize 
In old grimalkin's glaiing eyes ; 
And gammer finds it on her knees 
In every shining straw she sees. 
This simile were apt enough ; 
But Pve another, critic-proof I 
The virtuoso thus, at noon, « 

Broiling beneath a July sun. 
The gilded butterfiy pursues, 
0*er hedge and ditch, through gaps and mews ; 
And after many a vain essay. 
To captivate the tempthig prey. 
Gives him at length the lucky pat. 
And has him safe beneath his hat : 
Then lifts it gently tram the ground ; 
But ah I 'tis lost as soon as found ; 
Culprit his liberty regains ; 
Flits out of bight, and mocks his pains. 
The sense was dark ; 'twas therefore fit 
With simUe t' illustrate it; 
But as too much obscures the sight* 
As often as too little light. 
We have our similes cut short. 
For mattors of more grave import. 
That Matthew's numbers run with ease 
Each man of common sense agrees I 

• Fiteh.kettlki, a fkvourito phrase at tiie time when tbie eplitle was 
written. espKaaire of being puazled, or what, lo the Qpeetatofa tiiu^ 
WMild have bean called batnbw>a\«<l« 
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STANZAS 

ON TBI LAtB INDECENT LTBERTlBB TAKEN WITB 
REMAINS OP MILTON.— 1^90. 

** Me too, perchance, in future days. 
The sculptor'd stone shall show, 

With Papliian marble or with bays 
Parnassian on my brow. 

** But 1, or ere that season come, 

Esci^ed firom every care. 
Shall reach my refuge in the tomb, 

And sleep securely there." 

So sang, in Roman tone and style. 

The youthful bard, ere long 
OrdaiuM to grace his native isle 

With her sublimest song. 

Who then but must conceive disdidn. 

Hearing the deed unbless'd, 
Of wretches who have dared profane 

His dread sepulchral rest? 

Ill fure the hands that heav*d the stones 

Where Milton's ashes lay. 
That trembled not to grasp his bones 

And steal his dust away ! 

O ill-reqoited bard I neglect 

Thy living worth repaid. 
And blind idolatrous respect 

As much affronts thee dead. 



401 



THE 

COTTAGER AND HIS LANDLORD. 

A VKASANT to his lord paid yearly court. 
Presenting: pippins of so rich a sort 
That he, displeas'd to have a part alone, 
Remov*d the tree, that all might be his own. 
The tree, too old to travel, though before 
So Aroitlul, withered, and would yield no more, 
llie *sqaire, perceiving all his laoour void, 
Cars*d his own pains, so foolishly employ'd. 
And, " Oh,*' he cried, " that I had lived content 
With tribute, small indeed, but kbidly meant 1 
My avarice has expensive proved to me. 
Has cost me both my pippins and my tree." 



THE JUDGMENT OF THE POETS. 

1791. 

Two nymphs both nearly of an age. 
Of numerous charms possessed, 

A warm dispute once chanced to wag«. 
Whose temper was the best. 

Tlie worth of each bad been complete. 

Had both alike been mild : 
Bat one, although her smile was sweet. 

Frowned oftener than she smiled. 



And in her humour, when she fk-owued, 
Would raise her voice and roar, 

And shake with fury to the ground 
The sAxland i\\«A; %\i« -stcst^, 
5i5 51 O 
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The other was a gentler cast, 

Ftom all such frenzy clear. 
Her frowns were seldom known to last 

And never jnroved severe. 

To poets of renown in song 
The njrmphs referred the cause, 

Who strange to tell, all jodged it wrong, 
And gave misplaced applause. 

They gentle called, and kind and soft. 

The flippant and the scold, 
And though she changed her mood so oft. 

That failing leit untold. 

No judges, sure, were e*er so mad. 

Or so resolved to err- 
In short, the charms her sister had 

They lavished all on her. 

Then tbns the God whom fondly they 

Their great inspirer call. 
Was heard one genial summer's day. 

To reprimand them all. 

*' Since thus ye have combined,** he said, 
** My favourite nymph to slight, 

Adorning May, that peevish maid. 
With June's undoubted right i 

*' The Minx shall, for your folly's sake. 

Still prove herself a shrew. 
Shall make your scribbling fingers ache. 

And pinch your noses blue." 



\ 



THE SALAD. 

BY VIRGIL. 

Thb winter night now well-nigh worn away. 
The wakeful cock prodaimM approaching day« 



THE SALAD. 4()3 

When Simolas, poor tenant of a fam 
Of narrowest limits, heard the shrill alarm, 
Yawn'd, stretch'd his limbs, and anxioos to provide 
Against the pangs of hunger onsupplied. 
By slow degrees his tatter'd bed forsook. 
And, poking in the dark, explored the nook 
"Where embers slept with ashes heap'd around, 
And with burnt flngers'-ends the treasure found. 

It chanc*d ttutt from a brand beneath his nose, 
Sure proof of latent fire, some smoke arose ; 
When trimming with a pin th' incrusted tow. 
And stooping it towards the coals below. 
He toils, witti cheeks distended, to excite 
The ling'ring flame, and gains at length a light. 
With prudent heed he spreads his hand before 
The quivering lamp, and opes his gran'ry door. 
Small was his stock, but taking for the dagr 
A measured stint of twice eight pounds away. 
With these his mill he seeks. A shelf at hand, 
Fix'd in the wall, affords his lamp a stand : 
Then bareteig both his arms— A sleeveless coat ' 
He girds, the rough exuviae of a goat ; 
And with a rubber for that use designed. 
Cleansing his mill within— begins to grind; 
Each hand has its employ ; labouring amain, 
This turns the winch, while that supplies the gndn. 
The stone revolving rapidly, now glows. 
And the bruised com a mealy current flows } 
While he to make his heavy labour light. 
Tasks oft his left hand to relieve his right ; 
And chants with rudest accent, to beguile 
His ceaseless toil, as rode a strain the while. 
And now, ' Dame Cybale, come forth,* he cries 
But cybale, still slumb'riiig, nought replies. 

From Afric she, the swain's sole serving, maid. 
Whose fiace and form alike her birth betray*d : 
With woolly locks, lips tumid, sable skin. 
Wide bosom, udders flaccid, belly thin. 
Legs slender, broad and most mis-shapen feet, 
Chi^p'd into chinks, and parch'd with solar heat. 
Such, snmmon'd off, she came } at his command 
Fresh fuel heap*d, the 8leeping«,embers fann'd. 
And made in haste her simm'ring skillet steam, 
Replenish*d newly firom the neighbouring stream. 

The labours of the mill perform'd, a sieve 
The mtDffled flour and bran most next receive. 
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Which shaken olt, shoots Ceres through, reflu*d 
And better dress'd, her husks all left bebind. 
This done, at once, his future plain repast, 
Unleayen*d, wi a shaven board he cast. 
With tepid lymph, first largely soaked it all. 
Then gather*d it with both hands to a ball, 
And spreading it again with both hands wide, 
Witii sprinkled salt the stiffen'd mass supplied. 
At length the stubborn substance, duly wroug^ 
Takes from his palms impressM the 8hl^>e it ought, 
Becomes an orb— and quarter'd into shares. 
The fafthf ol mark of just division bean. 
Last, on his hearth it finds convenient ^pace^ 
For Cybale before had swept the place, 
And there, with tiles and embers overspread. 
She iMves it reeking in its sultry bed. 

Nor Similcn, while Vulcan thus, alone. 
His part perform'd, proves heedless of his own^ 
But sedulous, not merely to subdue 
His hunger, but to please hii palate too. 
Prepares more sav'ry food. His chimney-eide 
Could boast no gammon, salted wdl and dried. 
And hook*d behind him ; but sufficient store 
Of bundled anise, and a dieese it bore } 
A broad round cheese, which, through its centre stru: 
With a tough broom.twig, in the CDmer hung} 
I'he prudent hero therefore with address. 
And quick despatch, now seeks another mesa* 

Close to his cottage lay a garden-ground. 
With reeds and osiers sparely girt around. 
Small was the spot, but lib'ral to produce : 
Nor wanted aught that serves a peasant's use i 
And sometimes e'en the rich would borrow thence^ 
Although its tillage was its sole expense. 
For oft, as from his toils abroad he ceas'd. 
Home-bound by weather, or some stat^ feast. 
His debt of culture here b^dnly paid. 
And only left the plough to wield the spade. 
He knew to give each plant the soil it needs. 
To drill the ground, and cover close the seeds. 
And could with ease compel the wanton rill 
To torn and wind, obedient to his wilL 
There flonrisbing ataxwoct, axv^ tlA VstsjaGhiug bcc^ 
The sorrel add, a»\d the tmXLovi %^««x., 
the Bkirret, and the \eeVL'» aa^gtato^^JitaA. 
nte nosioaa poppy— qiaeaOw* olXJaaxotoftx 
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SalutTioiu sequel of a sumptuous board, 
The lettuce, and the long huge-bellied gourd } 
But these (for none his appetite controll'd 
With stricter sway) the tluifty rustic sold. 
With broom-twigs neatly bound, each kind apart. 
He bore them over to the public mart ; 
Whence, laden still, but with a lighter load 
Ot cash well eam*d, he took bis homeward road. 
Expending seldom, ere he quitted Rome, 
His gains, in flesh-meat for a feast at home. 
There at no cost, on onions, rank and red, 
Ov ttie curl'd endive*s bitter leaf, he fed ; 
On soallions slic'd, or, with a sensual gust. 
On rockets— fool provocatives of lust 1 
Nor even shonn'd, with smarting gums, to press 
Nasturtium— pungent face-distorting mess ! 

Some such regaie was now also in his thought. 
With hasty steps his garden-^ound he sought; 
There delving with his bands he first displac'd 
Four plants of garlic, large and rooted fast; 
The tender tops of parsley next he culls. 
Then the old rue-bush shudders as he pulls. 
And coriander last to these succeeds. 
That hangs on slightest threads, her trembling seeds. 

Placed near his sprightly fire he now demands 
llie mortar at his.sable servant's hands ! 
When stripping all the garlic first, he tore 
Th' exterior coats, and cast them on the floor. 
Then cast away with like contempt the skm. 
Flimsier concealment of cloves witliin. 
These search*d, and perfect found, he ona by ooe 
Rins'd, and dispos'd within the hollow atone. 
Salt added, and a lump of salted cheese. 
With his injected herbs he covered these. 
And tucking with bis left his tunic tight, 
\nd seizing fast the pestle with his rights 
Ihe garlic bruising first he soon express'd» 
And mix'd the various juices of the rest. 
He grinds, and by degrees his herbs below 
Lost in each other their own powers foreg^o. 
And with the cheese in compound, to the sight 
Nor wholly green appear, nor wholly white. 
His nostrils oft the forceful fume resent. 
He can'd fall oft his dinner toe \te «c«&« 
Or with wry faces, wiping aa Yie a^ti^sA .^^^v? 

The txickUns tears, cried — ** Veu^t^Mic^ 5Stt.vckfe«»»^* ^ 
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The work proceeds : not roughly turns he now 
The pestle, hot in drdes smooth and slow j 
With caatious hand, that gruc^^ what it spills. 
Some drops of olive-oil he next instils ; 
Then vinegar with caution scarcely less, 
And gathering to a ball the medley mess : 
Last, with two fingers flrngally applied, 
Swecqps the small remnant firom the mortar's ^e. 
And thas complete in figure and in kind. 
Obtains at length the Salad he design'd. 

And now black Cybale before him stands. 
The cake drawn newly glowing in her hands. 
He glad receives it, chaising far away 
All fears of famine for the pasting day ; 
His legs enclos'd in buskins, and his head 
In its tough casque of leather, forth he led 
And yoked his steers, a dull obedient pair. 
Then drove afield and plong'd the pointed share. 



THE BETIRED CAT. 

1791. 

A roBT*8 cat, sedate and grave 

As ix>et well could wish to have. 

Was much addicted to inquire 

For nooks to which she might retire. 

And where, secure as mouse in chink. 

She might repose or sit and think. 

I know not where she caoght the trick. 

Nature perhaps herself had cast her 
In such a mould pkUo$ophiqu«f 

Or else she leam'd it of her master. 
Sometimes ascending, debonnair 
An apple tree, or \ot^ pear, 
Lodg'd with convenience in the fork. 
She watch'd the gard'nex «X\iV&'«otk\ 
Somettmes her ease and «AaA« «w^^\ 
In an old empty ^rateilns V^ 
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There wantingr nothing save a fan, 

To seem some nymph in her sedan, 

Apparel'd in exactest sort. 

And ready to be borne to court. 

Bat love of change, it seems has place 

Not only in oar >^'iser race t 

Cats also feel, as well as we, 

That passion's force, and so did she. 

Her climbing she began to find. 

Exposed her too much to the wind. 

And the old utensil of tin. 

Was cold and comfortless within • 

She therefore wishM instead of those 

Some place of more serene repose, 

Where neither cold might come nor air. 

Too mdely wanton with her hair. 

And sought it in the likeliest mode, 

WiUUn her master's snug abode. 

A drawer it chanc'd at bottom lined 

With linen of the softest kind. 

With such as merchants introdade 

From India, for the ladies' use. 

A drawer impending o'er the rest. 

Half open in the topmost chest. 

Of depth enough and none to spare. 

Invited her to slumber there : 

Puss, with delight beyond expression, 

Sarvey'd the scene, and took possession. 

Recumbent at her ease, ere long. 

And lall*d by her own humdrum iong. 

She left the cares of life behind. 

And slept as she would sleep her last. 
When in came, housewifely inclin'd. 

The chamber maid, and shut it fast. 
By no maligrnity impell'd, 
But all unconscious whom it held, 
Awaken'd by the shock, cried puss, 
*' Was ever cat attended thus ? 
The open drawer was left I see. 
Merely to prove a nest for me. 
For soon as I was well compos*d, 
Then came the maid, and it was closed. 
How smooth these kerchiefs and how sweet. 
Of what a delicate tetce«X.\ 
I will resign my«e\t to te&\. 
Till Sol, decllnVne VntYie^esX 
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MORAL. 

Be\7are of too sublime a sense 
Of yoor own worth and consequence : 
The man who dreains hhnself so great* 
And his importance of such welgrht. 
That all aroand, in all that's done. 
Must move and act for him alone, 
Will leam in school of tribulation. 
The folly of bis expectation. 



A TALE. 

FOUN^DKD ON A FACT, WHICH HAPPfiXBO IN JANUARY, 

1779. 

Whkre Humber pours her rich commercial stream. 

There dwelt a wretch, who breath'd but to blaspheme. 

In subterraneous caves his life he led. 

Black as the mine in which he wrought for bread 

When on a day emerging from the deep, 

A Sabbath day (such Sabbaths thousands keep 1) 

The wages of his weekly toil he bore 

To buy a cock— whose blood might buy him more ; 

As if the noblest of the feather*d kind 

Were but for battle and for death design'd i 

As if the consecrated hours were meant 

For sport to minds on cruelty intent ; 

It chanc'd (such chances Providence obey) 

He met a fellow labourer on his way. 

Whose heart the same desires had once inflam*d ; 

But now the savage temp^ was reclaim'd. 

Persuasion on his lips had taken place j 

For all plead well, who plead the cause of grace; 

His iron heart with Scrif>ture he assaU'd, 

Woo'd him to hear a sermon, and prevaU'd. 

His faithful bow the mighty preacher drew, 

Swift as the lightning-glimpse, the arrow flew. 

He wept; he trembled} cast his e^ea «sQwvd^ 

To find a worse than\ie-, \i\x\.TtfsaR\sRVi'^»^' 
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ON LATE ACQUIRED WEALTH. 

Yoa flrom the flood-controlline steep 
Saw stretcb'd before your view, 

"VS'lth conscioas Joy, thethreat'ning deep. 
No longer sa^ to yoa. 

To me, the waves that ceaseless broke 

Upon the dang'rous coast, 
Howrsely and ominously spoke 

Of all my treasure lost. 

Your sea of troubles you have jmmsM 
And found the peaceful rtiore t 

I, tempest-tossM and wreck'd at last. 
Come home to port no more. 



ON LATE ACQUIRED WEALTH. 

Poor in my youth, and in life's later scenes 
Rich to no end, I curse my natal hour, 

Who nought ei^<^d while young, denied the mea 
And nought when old ei^oy'd, denied the powe 



FBOM A 

LETTER TO THE REV. MR NEWTC 

I^TB KBCTOR OF ST MART, WOOLNOTB. 
1782. 

Bats the pipe to the snuff-box, 1 cant understand 
What the ladies and gentlemen see in your face, 

ThAt von are in ftwhion all over the landU 
And I am so mucYk faSicu VbXo ^vp^^^* 
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Do but see what a pretty contemplative air 
I give to the company— pray do but note »cm— 

You would think that the wise men of Greece were all then 
Or, at least would suppose them the wise men of Grothan 

My Inreath is as sweet as the breath of blown roses 
While you are a nuisance where'er you appear ; 

Tbnre is nothing but sniv'lUng and blowing of noses 
Such a noise as turns any man's stomach to hear. 

Then lifting bis Ud in a delicate way. 

And opening his mouth wlUi a smile quite engaging, 
The box In reply was heard plainly to say, 

What a silly dispute is this we are wagUig ! 

If you have a little of merit to claim. 

You may thank the sweet-smelling Virginian weed. 
And 1, if I seem to deserve any blame. 

The before-mentioned drug In apology plead. 

Thus neither the praise nor the blame is our own. 
Nor room for a sneer, much less a cachirmus. 

We are vehicles, not of tobacco alone, 
But of any tl^ng else they may choose to pat in as. 



EPITAPH ON JOHNSON 
January, 1785. 

Hbrb Johnson lies^a sage by all al1ow*d. 

Whom to have bred, may well make England- p>oiid« 

Whose prose was eloquence, by wisdom taught. 

The graceful vehicle of virtuous thought ; 

Whose verse may claim— grave, masculine, and atratfli 

Superior praise to the mere poet's song; 

Who many a noble gvtt tiom beaven. possessM, 

And faith at last, alone wottYi «a\ \\v%tq^. 

O man, immortal by a doaXAe ^x\ia. 

By fame on earth.-Viy t^ot^i m\JB»^i2«ft\ 
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THE FOUR AGES. 

A BRIBV FftAOMKNT OF AK EXTKVSITB FBOJXCTKD 

POKM. — 1791. 

I COULD be well content, allowed the use 
*' Of past experience, and the wisdom g^Ieaned 
From worn-out folios, now acknowledf^ed sacb, 
To re-commence life's trial, in the hope 
Of fewer errors, on a second proof 1*' 

Thus, while grey evening lulled the wind» and called 
Fresh odours from the shrubbery at my side, 
Taking my lonely winding walk, I mused. 
And held accustomed conference with my heart } 
When from within it, thus a yoice replied : 

** Conldstthou in truth ? and art thou tangrht at length 
This wisdom, and but this ? from all the past? 
Is not the pardon of thy long arrear. 
Time wasted, violated laws, abuse 
Of talents, judgments, mercies, better tu 
Than opportuni^ vouchsafed to err, 
With less excuse, and haply worse effect ?** 

I beard, and acquiesced : then to and fro 
Oft pacing, as the mariner his deck. 
My gravelly bounds, from self to human kind 
I passed, and next considered— what is man? 
Knows he ]|is OTigin ? can he ascend 
By reminiscence to his earUest date P 
Slept he in Adam ? and in those from him 
Through numerous generations, till he found 
At length his destined moment to be bom ? 
Or was he not, tUl fisshioned in the womb P 
Deep mysteries both ! which schoolmen moat bivr^taUftA. 
To unriddle, and bave Vd&taBKia tK!|tX«6»» ^aii^ 
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Tt is an evil incident to man, 
And of the worst, that unexplored ht leaves 
IVaths useful and attainable with ease. 
To search forbidden deeps, where mysterj lies 
Not to be solved, and useless if it might. 
Mysteries are food for angels ; they digest 
WltAi ease, and And them nutriment ; but man. 
While yet he dwells below, must stoop to glean 
His manna from the ground, or starve, and die. 



I 



THE COLUBKIAD. 

1782. 

Closb by the threshold of a door nail*d fast. 

Three kittens sat; each kitten look'd aghast. 

I, passing swift and inattentive by. 

At the three kittens cast a careless eye ; 

Not much concerning to know what they did there, 

Not deeming kittens worth a poet^ care. 

But presently a loud and furious mss 

Cau8*d me to stop, and to exclaim, " What's this ? 

When lo I upon the threshold met my view. 

With head erect, and eyes of fiery hue, 

A viper, long as Count de Qrasse's queue 

Forth from his head, his forked tongue he throws. 

Darting it full against a kitten's nose ; 

Who having never seen, in field or house. 

The like, sat still and silent as a mouse : 

Only proi)ecting, with attention due. 

Her whisker'd face, she ask'd him, '* Who are you P 

On to the hall went I, with pace not slow. 

But swift as lightning, for a long Dutch hoe : 

With which well armed I hastened to the spot. 

To find the vipor, but I found him not : 

And turning np the leaves, wcid shrubs around, 

Foand only, that be waa not to Ym tovnv^ 

Bat sUn the kittens sitting aaXwtoTC, 

*U watching close the \>ot\om olt\\e on«. 



TO WILLIAM WILBERFOBCEj ESQ. 
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" I hope," said I. "the viUain I would kill. 

Has slipp'd between the door and the door sill. 

And if I make dispatch, and follow hard. 

No donbt but I shall And him in the yard ;'* — 

For long ere now it should have been rehearsed, 

*Twa8 in the garden that I found him first. 

Even there I found him, there the full grown cat, 

His head, vrith velvet paw, did gently pat ; 

As curious as the kittens erst had been. 

To learn what this phenomenon might mean. 

Fill'd with heroic ardour at the sight, 

And fearing every moment he would bite, 

And rob our household of our only cat 

That was of age to combat with a rat ; 

With outstrethcd hoe I slew him at the door. 

And taught him nxvkr to come thkbx no mors. 



TO WILLIAM WILBERFORCE. ESQ. 

1792. 



Tht country, Wilberforce, with just disdain, 

Hears thee by cruel men and impious, called 

Fanatic, for thy zeal to loose the enthrall' d 

From exile, public sale, and slavery's chain. 

Friend of the poor, the wronged, the fetter-gall*d, 

Fear not, lest labour such as thine be vain. 

Thou hast achieved a part ; hast gained the ear 

Of Britain's senate to thy glorious cause ; 

Hope smiles, Joy springs, and though cold caution pause 

And weave delay, the better hour is near 

That shall remunerate thy toils severe. 

By peace for Afiric, fenced with British laws. 

Ei^oy what thou hast won, esteem and love 

From all the just on earth, and all the bless'd above. 



no 

SONNET. 

TO DIODATI, FROM THX ITALIAN. 

Chasles — and I say it wond'ringr— thou must know 
That I, who once assum'd a scomfal aii;. 
And scofTd at Love, am ftdlen in bis snare. 
(Full many an upright man has fallen so) 
Yet think me not thus dazzled by the flow 
Of gulden locks» or damask cheek ; more rare 
The heartfelt beauties of my foreign fair ; 
A mien majestic, with dark brows, that show 
The tranquil lustre of a lofty mind : 
Words exquisite, of idioms more than one, 
And song, whose fascinating power might bind. 
And from her sphere draw down the lab'ring moon} 
With such flre-darting eyes, that should I till 
My ears with wax, she would enchant me still. 



f 



TO 

WILLIAM HAYLEY, ESQ. 

1793. 

Dkar architect of fine chatkaux in air. 
Worthier to stand for ever, if they could. 
Than any built of stone, or yet of wood. 

For back of royal elephant to bear ! 

O for permission from the skies to share. 
Much to my own, though little to thy good. 
With thee (not sulqect to the Jealous mood :) 

A partnership of literary ware ! 

But I am bankrupt now s and doomed hencefortli 
To drodge, in descant dry, on others' lays 1 

Bards, I acknowledge, of \mequaUM worth ! 

But what la commeutatat'&\i«^\>NftsX'Vfw6««.> 
That he has furmaVd ^\g)otelat oV\\« «ir», 
Vhlch they, 'wbo iieedt\icm»x»c,^^x\v«tv««%^\ 
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THE BIRDS* NEST. 

A TALE. 1793. 

This Tale is founded on an anecdote which the Anthor 
foand In the Backing^bamshire Herald, for Saturday, June 
let, 1793, in the following words : — 

OUugaw, Mctg 23. In a block or pulley, near the head 
of the mast of a gabert, now lying at the Broomielaw, 
there is a Chaffinch's nest and four eggs. The nest was 
built while the vessel lay at Greenock, and was followed 
hither by both birds. Though the block is occasionally 
lowered for the inspection of the curious, the birds have 
notforsakeu the nest. The cock, however, visits the nest 
bat seldom, while the hen never leaves it, but when she 
descends to the hull for food. 

In Scotland's realm, where trees arc few. 

Nor even shrubs abound ; 
But where, however bleak the view. 

Some better things are found I 

For husband there and wife may boaj5t 

Thehr union undefiled. 
And false ones are as rare almost 

As hedge-rows in the wild. 

In Scotland's realm forlorn and bare, 

The history chanced of late — 
This history of a wedded pair, 

A Chaffinch and his mate. 

The spring drew near, each felt a breast 

With genial instinct fUl'd ; 
They pared and would have built a nest» 

But found not where to build. 

The heaths uncovered and the moors, 

£xcept with Enow and s>\eet, 1 

5ea-beaten rocks and iiaV.ed %YkC!itA -* 

Could yield them uo retreat. 
154 2d 



Lour Uma ft breeding-place thej bou bt, 
TUl both («« v8i-d Bud Urcifi 

At leatUi a ililp anivJne. broacht 
llie KDOil •□ loAg deiinO. 

A ihip !— could lueta m nalleu thine 

Aflord them place o( test? 
Or If u tbe merchant charred to brine 

Hie honwleu blrdi a nea) 

Bnghl tUeut bcaren proBt matt— 



TO MAUY. ilO 

Tbe fieamen with sincere delight. 

Their feathered stliipmatCB eyes, 
Scarce less exulting in the sight 

Than when he tows a prize. 

For seamen much believe in signs. 

And from a chance so now^, 
Each some approaching good divines. 

And may his hopes be true ! 

Hail, bonoored land i a desert where 

Not even birds can hide. 
Yet iMurent of this lovely poir, 

Whom nothing could divide. 

And ye who rather than resign 

Your matrimonial plan, 
Were not afhtid to plough the brine 

lu company with man. 

For whose lean country much disdain 

We English often show. 
Yet txom a richer nottiing gain 
But vroutouness and wo. 

Be it your fortune year by year, 

The same resource to prove. 
And may you sometimes lauding here 

Instruct us how to love. 



TO MARY. 

1798. 

Thb twentieth year is well nigh patt, 

Since first our s\Ly vi«& as«tcMXi, 

Ah would that tma B^\i\.\»^*^»»^•^ V«k\\ 



420 TO UART. 

Thy siiirits have a fainter flow, 
I see thee daily weaker grow — 
'Twas my distress that broaghtthee low» 

My Mary t 

Thy needles, once a shining store. 
For my sake restless heretofore. 
Now rost disused, and shine no more ; 

My Mary ! 

For though thoa gladly wooldst fulfil 
The same kind office for me still, 
Thy sight now seconds not thy win. 

My Maiy! 

But well thou play'dst the housewife's par^ 
And all thy threads with magic art 
Have wound themselves about this heart;. 

My Mary I 

Thy indistinct expressions seem 

Like language utter'd in a dreamy 

Yet me they -charm, whate'er the theme, 

MyMaiy! 

Thy silver locks, once auburn bright. 
Are still more lovriy in my sight 
Than golden beams ot orient light, 

MyMaiyl 

For could I view nor them nor thee. 
What sight worth seeing could I see ? 
The sun would rise in vain for me, 

UjUtKft 

Partakers of thy sad decline, 

Thy hands thdr little force rerign } 

Yet gently press'd, press gently ndne, 

MyMaiyl 

Saoh feeblenesa cH ^tcvXia \)Qicraw'VEnH'«t« 
That now at «ven *^«^ ^^^"^^^ 
Upheld toy two, i«fc»\S;i^aMiu\»wrifc, \ikl^ifc«|\ 
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And still to love, thong^h preM*d with ill» 
In wintry as« to feel no chill. 
With me is to be lovely still. 

My Mary! 

Bat ah * by constant heed I know. 
How oft the sadness that I show, 
TYiuisfonns thy smiles to looks of wo. 

My Mary! 

And should my future lot be cast 
With much resemblance of the post. 
Thy worn-out heart will break at last 

MyMai^l 



ON THE ICE ISLANDS, 

SBBIV FLOATIN'O IN THE GBRUAN OCBAX. 

WvAT portents, fhnn what distant region, ride, 

Unsecoi till now in ours, th' astonish*d tide ? 

In ages past, old Proteus, with his droves 

Of sea-calves, sought the mountains and the groves. 

But now. descending whence of late they sto<xl. 

Themselves the mountains sent to rove the flood. 

IHre times were they, full-charg:*d with human woes; 

And these, scarce less, calamituous than those. 

What view we now ? More wondrous still ! Behold ! 

Like bumish'd brass they shine, or beaten g;old ; 

And all around the pearl's pure splendour show. 

And all around the ruby's fiery glow. 

Come they flrom India, where the burning earth. 

All-bounteous, gives her richest treasures birth ; 

And where the costly gems, that beam around 

The brows of mightiest potentates, «xe toxm^> . J 

No, Never such a countless dazxVm^ «\.cit« 
Bmd ieti^ ttjiseen, the Ganges* peovled «»txQit«. 
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Rapacious hands, and ever.watchf^il eyes, 

Shoald sooner far have roark'd and seiz'd the pr{2C. 

Whence spranig: they then ? E;}ected have they come 

From Ves'vius', or from i£tna*8 baming: womb ? 

Thus shhie they self-illamcd, or but display 

The borrowed splendours of a cloudlcsts day ? 

With borrow'd beams they shine. The ?ales, that brcj 

Now landward, and the current's force beneath. 

Have borne them nearer : and the nearer sight, 

Advantag'd more, contemplates them aright. 

Their lofty summits crested high, they show. 

With mingled sleet, and long- incumbent snow. 

The rest is ice. Far hence, where, most severe 

Bleak winter wdl-nigh saddens all the year, 

Their infant growth began. He bade arise 

Their uncouth forms, portentous in our eyes. 

Oft has dissolv'd by transient suns, the snow 

Left the tall clifE^ to Join the flood below ; 

He caught, and curdled with a free7.ing blast 

The current, ere it reach*d the boundless waste. 

By slow degrees uprose the wondrons pile. 

And long Rucccssive ages roU'd the while ; 

Till, ceaseless in its growth, it claim*d to stand 

Tall as its rival mountains on the land. 

Thus stood, and, unremovable by skill. 

Or force of man, had stood the structure still ; 

But that, thou{;h firmly fix*d, supplanted yet 

By pressure of its own enormous weight, 

It left the shelving beach — and with a sound 

That shook the bellowing waves and rocks around, 

Self-launch'd and swiftly, to the briny wave. 

As if instinct, with strong desire to lave, 

Down went the pondtous mass. So bards of old. 

How Delos swam the i£gean deep, have told. 

But not of ice was Delos. Delos bore 

Herb, (iruit, and flower. She, crown'd with laurd, w 

£*en under winti'y skies, a summer smile ; 

And Delos was Apollo's fav'rite isle. 

But, horrid wand'rers of the deep, to yoa 

He deems Cimmerian darkness only due. 

Yoar hafed birth he deign'd not to survey. 

Bat, scornful, tam*d Itis glonoot eyes away. 

Hence I seek your home, tvot \on^t y«c&\\Vs &^x^ 
The darts of Phoebus, axul a sofUx «2a \ 
ye regret, too late, yovat i\aA\^* cowSu 
no coug^enial golf tor e\et \osfe\ 
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THE CAST- A WAY. 



Obacurkst nigrht involved the sky; 

Th' Atlantic billows roar'd, 
IWhen Buch a destin'd wretch as T, 

Wasb*d headlong flrom on board, 
Of flriends, of hope, of all bereft. 
His floating home for ever leit. 

No braver chief could Albion boost, 
Than be, with whom he went. 

Nor ever ship left Albion's coast, 
With warmer wishes sent. 

He loved them both, but both in vain. 

Nor him beheld, nor her again. 

Not long beneath the whelming briue. 

Expert to swim, he lay; 
Nor soon he felt his strength decline. 

Or courage die away ; 
But wag*d with deatli a lasting strife. 
Supported by despair of life. 

He shouted ; nor his fHends had fail'd 
To check the vessel's course. 

But so the furious blast prevailed, 
That pitiless perforce. 

They lelt their outcast mate behind, 

And scudded still before the wind. 

Some succour yet they could afibrd ; 

And, such as storms allow. 
The cask, the coop, the floated ccrd, 

Delay'd not to bestow \ 
But he rthey knew") not ^\v\^ w<-^x Ocvwc^s^ 
IVhate'ei they gave, ahoxvXO^ n\s;\\. w\ca^. 
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Nor, cruel as it seem*d, coald he 
Their haste himself condemn, 

Aware that fligrbt, in such a sea. 
Alone conld rescue them ; 

Yet bitter felt it stili to die 

Deserted, and his friends so nigh. 

He longr survives, who lives an hoar 

In ocean, sclf-npheld : 
And so long he, with nnspent power. 

His deslmy repellM: 
And ever, as the minutes flew. 
Entreated help, or cried—*' Adieu ! *' 

. At length, his transient respite post. 
His comrades, who before 
Had heard his voice in every blast. 
Could catch the sound no more. 
For then, by toil subdued, he drank 
The stifling wave, and tben he saulc. 

No poet wept him : but the page 

Of narrative sincere. 
That tells his name, his worth, his age. 

Is wet with Anson's tear. 
And tears by bards or heroes shed. 
Alike immortalize the dead. 

I therefore purpose not, or dream. 

Descanting on his fate. 
To give the melancholy theme 

A more enduring date. 
But misery still delights to trace 
Its 'sembiance in another's case. 

No voice divine the storm allay'd. 
No light propitious shone ; 

When snatch'd from all effectual aid. 
We perished, each alone : 

Bat 1 beneath atowt^ei «ea« 

And whclmM \n dee^w «v)ii% >i3o»svV^. 



^ 
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ON TITE 

LOSS OF THE ROYAL GEORGE. 

Writitn when thennci arrived, 

1782. 

ToLL» for the brave! 

The brave that are no more ; 
All sunk beneath the wave. 

Fast by theh: native shore f 

Eigrht hundred of the brave. 
Whose courage well was tried. 

Had made the vessel heel. 
And laid her on her side. 

A land breeze shook the shrouds. 

And she was overset ; 
Down went the Royal George, 

With all her crew complete. 

Toll for the brave 1 

Brave Kempenfelt is gone; 
His last sea-fight i9 fought ; 

His work of glory done. 

It was not in the battle ; 

No tempest gave the shock } 
She sprang no fatal leak } 

She ran upon no rock. 

His sword was in its sheath} 

His fingers held the pen, 
When Kempenl'elt weut i\on<!tv. 

With twice low YiUTvCnceOi mew. 



42G STAKZAS. 

Weigh the vessel ap. 

Once dreaded by our fcesi 
And mingle with our cup, 
The tear that England owes. 



Her timbers yet are sonnd. 

And she may float again. 
Full-charged with England's th under t 

And plough the distant main. 

But Kempenfelt is gone. 

His victories are o'er; 
And he and bis eight hnndrcd. 

Shall plough the wave no mure. 



ANSWER TO STANZAS, 



Ji('ATt9mtl to Liuly HmV-eih, by Mis^ Cathnrine Fannbawe, In rrtumfnj 

uFoeroof Jlr. Co»p«r'i>, Isnttoheron ctD'iiiion khe alKHilu neither 

bliuw it, nor take » copy. 1783. 



To be remember'd thus is fame. 

And in the first degree. 
And did the few like her the same. 

The press might sleep for me. 

80 Homer in the mero*ry stored 
Of many a Grecian belle. 

Was once presenr'd— a richer board 
fiat never lodged so well. 
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SUNSET AND SUNRISE. 



CoKTVMpLATv, When the san declines. 
Thy death wilh deep reflection ! 
And when again be rising shines. 
Thy day of resurrection ! 



ON AN OLD MAID. 



Fob threescore years, this life ; Cleora Led : 
At mom she rose, at night she went to l>cil. 



TO THE 

SPANISH ADMIRAL, COUNT GRAVINA. 

ON HIS TRANSLATING THB AUTHOR'S SONO ON TUB 
ROSB INTO ITALIAN VERSE. 

1793. 

Mr rose, Gravina, blooms a)ie\v'. 
And, 8teep*d not ivon« Vft. tw\. 
But in Castiliau stte^xa%\i^ l<^v>.» 
Will never fade a^aiw. 



i 
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ON ME. CHESTER, OF CHICHELY. 

TxARS flow, and cease not, wtherethefs:ood man lies, 
TUl all who know him follow to the skies. 
Tears therefore fall where Chester's ashes sleep. 
Him, wile, friends, brothers, children, servants, weep— 
And Justly— few shall ever him transcend 
As husband, parent, brother, master, friend. 



ON AN INFANT. 

Bbwail not much my pareitts ! me, the prey 
Of ruthless odes, and sepulchred here. 
An inrant, in my fifth scarce flnish'd year. 
He found all-sportive, innocent, aiid gray. 
Your young: Caiiimachus ; and if I knew 
Not many joys, my grid's were also few. 




ON A PLANT OF VIRGIN'S BOWER. 

DBSIONKD TO COVBB A OARDBN SKAT. 

(Spring of 1793.) 

Tbkiyb gentle plant\ «xiCLN(«»Me«.bowet 

For Mary and tor me. 
And deck with many a^ovcct 
Thy foliage large aa^tree. 



ON THE SHORTNESS OF HUMAN LIFE. 429 

Thoa cain*st trom Eartliain» and will shade 

(If truly I divine,) 
Some future day th' illustrious head 

Of him who made thee mine. 

Should Daphne show a jealous flrown. 

And envy seize tlie hay, 
AflQrming none so fit to crown 

Such honour'd brows as they. 



Thy cause with zeal we shall defend. 
And with convincing power ; 

For why should not the virgin's firicnd 
Be crowned with vurgin's bower. 



ON THE SHORTNESS OF HUMAN LIFE. 



Suns that set, and moons that wane, 
Rise, and are restor'd again ; 
Stars that orient day subdues. 
Night at her return renews. 
Herbs and flowers, the beauteous birth 
Of the genial womb of earth, 
Suffler but a transient death. 
From the winters cruel breath 
Zephyr speaks ; serener skies 
Warm the glebe, and they arise. 
We, alas ! earth's haughty kings. 
We, that promise mighty things. 
Losing soon life's happy prime, 
Droop, and fade in little time. 
Spring returns, but not our bloomy 
sm 'tis winter in the tom^>. 



\ 
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ON A MISCHIEVOUS BULL, 

WHICH THK OWNKR OP HIM SOLD AT TUK 
AUTUOa*S lySTANCK. 

Go— thou art all unfit to share 

The pleasorcs of this place, 
With such as its old teaonts are. 

Creatures oi' gentler race. 

The squirrel here his hoard provides. 

Aware o( wintry storms, 
And woodpeckers explore the sides 

Cf rugged oaks for worms. 

Tlie sheep here smooths the knotted tuunt. 

With frictions of her fleece ; 
And here I wander eve and mom. 

Like her, a friend to peace. 

Ah !— I could pity thee exiled 

From this secure retreat— 
I would not lose it to be styled 

The happiest of the great. 

But thou canst taste no calm delight ; 

Thy pleasure is to show 
Thy magnanimity in fight, 

Thy prowess— therefore go-~ 

J rare not whether euit oi uotth. 

So I no more may find th.ee •, 
The angry Muse thoa Rings t\\ee toal^ 

And claps the i^ato Y>e!kilTvdUveA. 



\ 



in 
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THE NATIVITY. 



TBAN'SLATiiD THOU TIIK FRENCH OF MAUAMK UK LJi 

aiOTUK OL'ION. 

Tib folly all— let me no more be told 
Of Parian porticos, and roofs of grold : 
Delighted views of Nature, dress'd by Art, 
l^chant uo longer this indiflfrent heart ; 
The Lord of all things, in his humble birth. 
Make* mean the proud magnificence of Earth ; 
The straw, the manger, and the mould'ring wall. 
Eclipse ittf lustre ; and I scorn it oU. 

Qanals, and fountains, and delicious vales, 
Oreeu slopes and plains, whose plenty never lUls j 
Deep-rooted groves, whose heads sublimely rise, 
Earth-bom, and yet ambitious to the skies ; 
I1ie abundant foliage of whose gloomy shades. 
Vainly the sun, in all its pow'r, invades : 
\Vh^ warbled airs of sprightly birds resound. 
Whose verdure lives while Winter scowls around 
Rocks, lofty mountains, caverns dark and deep. 
And torrents raving down the rugged steep. 
Smooth downs, whose fragrant herbs the sphrits cheer; 
Meads crown*d with flowers ; streams musical and dear. 
Whose silver waters, and whose murmurs. Join 
Thdr artless charms, to make the scene divine ; 
The flruitful vineyard, and the furrow'd plain. 
That seems a rolling sea of golden grain : 
All, all have lost the charms they once possess'd ; 
An infant God reigns sovereign in my breast ; 
From Betbrem*8 bosom I no more will rove ; 
There dwells the SaNiour, and there rests my love. 

Ye mightier rivers, that, vrith soundhig force, m 

Urge down the valleys yoor Impelxxoxxt^ CQ\a%0. M 

WUidH, clouds, and lightmngal anCi^e vf«N«&Nt>BL<:]isA'^o'A"^ 
CarVd into monstroiis foniis» tiiie seaxskSA. Qs«a^\ 



idataktto'dMllili 



I Dil^t ddy tbe flRcot Mfirm, liks jo 
The wDiliI, ■ mon dtstoib'd and bMn't 
Wbni Jebdi showi k naile, olHghU dc 



ARiin RtiriBf . Hbea tlie brlgliUi 
B«lni tke cooim he ■Him in hi 
BsEold Ub Hbne lie >h!nea I Ht: 

Kothini impede! tbe rsce tie wo 



More lolid pxid 



out of deep primvTpi nl^t { 



Campuwl wttta thine, how 6 
How qnench'd the ndiance 
Thoa art mj bBs», tlm liriA*") '«^'» 
Jd Um alone dwelli ill thtt \ ~" ' 
.411 dorkoen flin wboi thon i 
A tuddcn apriut reii«vt Uie * 
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Where'er I tcnm, I see thy pow'r and grace. 

The watchful guardians of oar heedless race ; 

Thy Tarioos creatures in one strain agree. 

All, in all times and places, speak ol thee ; 

ET*n I, with trembling heart and starom*ring tongue. 

Attempt thy praise, and join the gen'ral song. 

Almighty FOTmer of this wondrous plan, 
Faintly rolected in thine image, man — 
Holy and Justr-the Greatness of whose name 
Fills and supports this universal frame, 
Diffkised Uirough th' intlnitade of space. 
Who art thyself thine own vast dwelling place ; 
Soul ^our soul, whom yet no sense of ours 
Discerns, eluding our most active pow'rs : 
Xndrcling shades attend thine awful throne, 
That veil thy face, and keep thee still unknown; 
Unknown, uiough dwelling in our inmost pait. 
Lord of the thoughts, and Sov'reign of the heart ! 

Repeat the charming truth, that never tires, 
No Ood Is like the God my soul desires ; 
He at whoee voice Heav'n trembles, even He, 
Great as he is, knows how to stoop to me^ 
Lo ! there he lies — ^that smiling infant said, 
" Heav'n, Earth, and Sea, exist !*'— and they obegr'd. 
B*en He, whose being swells beyond the skies, 
1» bom of woman, lives, and mourns, and dies ; 
Btemal and Immortal, seems to cast 
That glory firom his brow, and breathes his last. 
Trivial and vain the works that man has wrought. 
How do they shrink, and vanish at the thought! 

Sweet Solitude, and scene of my repose 1 
This rustic sight assuages all my woes** 
That crib contains the Lord, whom I adore ; 
And Earth's a shade, that I pursue no more. 
He is my firm support, my rock, my tow'r, 
I dwell secure beneath his shelt'ring power. 
And hold this mean retreat for ever dear. 
For all I love, my soul's delight, is here. 
I see th' Almigh^ swathed in infant bands. 
Tied helpless down the Thunder-bearer's hands 1 
And, in this shed, that mystery discern. 
Which Faith and Love, and they alone, can learn. 

Ye tempests, spare the slumbers of ^oux VAt^\ 
TezejOiyn, all your whisper'd aweete saoxdiX 
Oaafesa the God, that guides the roVWne "sew, 
aemv'n do him homage ; and thou, taxtti, x«NCt^^ 



THE NAnvnr. 



BjgUtll 



Helt sU TO 



ic iTopby or ttaj clorj 






Bleb In till love, 1 feel mj niftAeA vAft« 
Sprint from the BensEOlhi-'inBw™*"' ^«**'- 



GOD NOT LOVED BT THE WOBLD. 4S5 



AH that I have, I gire thrc ; and then 

All contrarieties onite in thee ; 

For thoa hast join'd them, taking up oar woe. 

And pouring out thy bliss on worms below« 

Bj filling with thy grace and love divine 

A gait ot evil in this heart of mine, 

Tbls is indeed to bid ttic valleys rise, 

And the hills sink— tis matching Earth and Skies ! 

I feel my weakness, thank thee, and deplore 

An aching heart, that throbs to thank thee more } 

The more I love thee, I the more approve 

A Kool so lifeless, and so slow to love } 

nil, on a delage of thy mercv tobsM, 

I plange into that sca» and there am lost. 



GOD NEITHER KNOWN NOR LOVED 
BY THE WORLD. 



Y» Linnets, let as try, beneath this groye. 
Which shall be londest in our Maker's praise! 

In qoest oi some forlorn retreat 1 rove. 
For all tb0 vorid is blind, and wanders from hit waja* 

Tliat God alone should prop the sinking sool, 
VUto them with rage against his empire now ; 

I traverse Earth in vain from pole to pole. 
To aedL one simple heart, set free from all below. 



Tbmr speak of love, yet little fieel its sway. 
While in their bosom many an idol larks: 

Tbdr base desires, well satisfied, obey. 
Leave the Creator's hand, and lean upon his works. 

TIs theiefore I can dwell with man ivo mot^v 

Four Ailowship, ye warblers \ STiita ia^>cke%\.\ 
Ptaw love baa lost ita prize, thougYi pT\x«^ q1 -scpc^x 
AnAMed by modem tongues, aixd a\i«;YitAA. ^ ^ v^w.' 
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My God, who foraiM yoa for hig praise alone. 
Beholds his purpose well fulfilled in you : 

Come, let us join the choir before his throne, 
Partaltiug in his praise with spirits just and true I 

Yes, I wUl always love ; and, as I ougrht. 
Tune to the praise of love my ceaseless voice ; 

Preferring^ Love too vast for human th(.ught. 
In spite of erring; men who cavil at my choice. 

Why have I not a thousand thousand hearts. 
Lend of my soul I that they might all be thine? 

If thou approve— the zeal thy smile imparts, 
How should it ever fail ! Can such a fire decline? 



Love, pure and holy, is a deathless fire ; 

Its object beav'nly, it must ever blaze: 
Eternal love a God must needs inspire. 

When once he wins the heart, and fits it for his praise* 

SelMove dismiss'd— 'tis then we live indeed— 
In her embrace, death, only death is found : 

Come then one noble efTort, and succeed. 
Cast oB the chain of Self with which thy soul isboondl 

Oh ! I would cry, that all the world might heur. 
Ye self-tormentors, love your God alone ; 

Let his uneqnall*d excellence be dear. 
Dear to your inmost souls, and malce him all your own 

They hear me not— alas ! how fond to rove 
In endless chase of Folly's specious lure 1 

"Tis here alone, beneath this shady grove, 
I taste the sweets of I'ruth— here only am secure. 
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THE SWALLOW. 



I AM fond of the swallow— I team from her fiHght, 
Had I skill to improve it. a lesson of love : 

How seldom on earth do we see her aligrht ! 
She dwells in the skies, she is ever above. 

It is on ttie wing: that she takes her repose. 
Suspended and poised in the regions of air, 

Tis not in our fields that her sustenance grows. 
It is wing'd like herself, 'tis ethereal fare. 

She comes in the spring, all the summer she stays. 

And dreading the cold, still follows the sun- 
So, true to our Love, we should covet his rays. 
And the place where he shines not, immediately shun. 

Our Uffat should be love, and our nourishment prayer. 
It is dangerous food that we find upon earth ; 

The firuit of this world is beset with a snare. 
In itself it is hurtful, as vUe iu its birth. 



Tls rarely, if ever, she settles below. 
And only when buildhig a nest for her young ; 

Were it not for her brood, she would never bestow 
A thought upon any thing filthy as dung. 



Let us leave it ourselves, ('tis a mortal abode). 
To bask ev'ry moment in infinite love ; 

Let us fly the dark winter, and follow the ro'«d. 
That leads to the day.spring appearing above. 
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THE 



TRIUMPH OF HEAVENLY LOVE 
DESIBED. 



Ah ; reigrn, wherever man is foxmd. 
My Spouse, beloved and divine ! 

Then I am rich, and I am a bound. 
When ev'ry human heart is thine. 

A thousand sorrows pierce mj tool, 
To think that all are not thine own ; 

Ah ! be adored from pole to pole ; 
Wkere is thy zeal ? arise i be known! 

An hearts are eold, hi ev*ry place. 
Yet earthly good with warmth pursue j 

Dissolve them with a flash of grace. 
Thaw these of ice, and give us newl 



A FIGURATIVE DBSCBIPTIOJf 

OF THE PROCEDURE OF DIVINE LOVE. 



'Twas my purpose, on a day. 
To embaaic, and sail away : 
As I climb*d the vessel's side. 
Love was sporUnf; \i\ t.Vi« t\^« \ 
•' Come," he »aid»— " ly&ceuA— xt^tffcaXasKA, 
JLaanch Into the bouneAeaa nw&\».'* 
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PROCEDURE OP DIVINE LOVB. 4DD 

Many mariners were there. 
Having: each his separate care ; 
They that row'd us, held their eyes 
Fiz'd upon the starry skies ; 
Others steer'd, or turn'd the sails 
To receive the shifting gales. 



Love, with pow*r divine supplied, 
Suddenly my courage tried ; 
In a moment it was night. 
Ship and skies were out of sight } 
On the briny wave I lay. 
Floating rushes all my stay. 



Did I with resentment bum 

At this unexpected turn ? 

Did I wish myself on shore. 

Never to forsake it more ? 

No— "My soul," I cried. " be still j 

If I must be lost, I will," 



Next, he hastened to convey 
Both my frail supports away ; 
Seized my rushes ; bade the waves 
Yawn into a thousand graves : 
Down I went, and sunk as lead. 
Ocean closing o'er my head. 



sun, however, life was safe : 
And I saw him turn and laugh : 
" Friend,'* he cried, " adieu ! lie low. 
While the wintry storms shall blow ; 
When the spring as calraM the main, 
You shall rise and float again." 



Soon I saw him with dismay. 
Spread his plumes and soar away ; 
Now I mark his rapid flight ; 
Sow be leaves my acWug ft\?,'W. \ 
ITe is gone whom \ adore, 
*Tia in rain to seek "him raorc. 



iiO PBOCEDUBE OF DIVINE LOVB. 

How I trembled fhen and feared. 
When my lore bad disappear'd ! 
** Wilt tbou leave me thas." 1 cried, 
*< Wbelm'd beneatb tbe rolling tide ?'* 
Vain attempt to reacb bis ear ! 
Love vras gone and would not hear. 

Ah 1 retam and love me vtill } 

See me sutailect to thy will : 

Frown with wrath, or smile with grace. 

Only let me see thy face ! 

Evil I have none to fear, 

All is good, if thou art near. 

Yet be leaves me~-cruel fate! 
Leaves me in my lost estates- 
Have I sinn'd ? Oh say wherein \ 
Tell me and forgive ray sin ! 
King, and Lord whom I adore. 
Shall I see thy face no more ? 

Be not angry ; I resign, 

Henceforth, all my will be thine ; 

I consent that thou depart. 

Though thine absence breaks my heart ; 

Go then, and for ever too : 

All is right that thou wilt do. 

This was Jast what Love intended. 
He was now no more offended } 
Soon as I became a child. 
Love retnm'd to me aiid smiled ; 
Never strife shall more betide 
'Twizt the Bridegroom and bis Bride. 



^ 
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EPITAPH ON A HARE. 



Hbrs lies, wbom hoaiid did ne*er pursue. 
Nor swifter greyhound follow, 

Whose foot ne'er tainted morning dew. 
Nor ear heard huntsman hallo. 



Old Tiney, surliest of his kind. 
Who, nursed with tender care, 

And to domestic bounds confined. 
Was stMl a wild Jack-hare. 

Though duly from my hand he took. 

His pittance every night, 
He did it with a jeiJous look. 

And when he could, would bite. 

His diet was of wheaten bread, 
And milk, and oats, and straw ; 

Thistles, or lettuces instead. 
With sand to £cour his maw. 



On twigs of hawthorn he regal*d, 

On pippins' russet peel. 
And when his juicy salads fail'd, 

Slic*d carrot pleas'd him well. 

A Turkey carpet was his lawn. 
Whereon he lov'd to bound. 

To skip and gambol like a fawn. 
And swing bis rump around. 

His frisking was at evening hours, 

For then he lost his fear, 
But most before approacYuocig «tLOVi«c%« 
Or when a storm dxevr ucax. 




442 EriTAniiuM altebum. 

Eight years and five round-rolling; moons 

He thus Raw steal away. 
Dozing: out all his idle noons 

And evexy night at play. 

I kept him for his hmnour's sake, 

For he would oft beguile 
My heart of thoughts that made it ache. 

And force me to a smile. 



But now beneath his Walnut shadle 
He finds bis long last home. 

And waits, in snng concealment laid. 
Till gentler puss shall come. 

He, still more aged, feels the shocks* 
From which no care can save. 

And partner once of Tiney's box, 
Must soon partake his grave. 



EPITAPHIUM ALTERUM. 

Hic etiam jacet. 
Qui totum novennium vixit, 
Puss. 
Siste paulisper. 
Qui prseteriturus es, 
• Et tecum sic reputa — 
Hunc neque canis venaticus, 
Kec plumbum missilei 
Nee laqueus. 
Nee imbres nimii, 
Confecfirc ; 
Tnmen mortuus est^ 
£t moriar ego. 
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Tk€ foUtmirg Jeeouni ef ih« fr$mltnenf ^f1U» httrtt tra* 
in$*rt«d hjf Mr. Coteper in the OtniUman'M Hagtmm*, 
w%9ne9 U w tran»cribed. 

In the year 1774, beingr mach indisposed both in mind 
•nd body, incapable of diverting myself either witi^ com- 
pany or books, and yet in a condition that made 8<mie 
diversion necessary, I was glad of any thing that would 
engrage my attention without fatiguing it. The children 
of a neighbour of mine had a leveret given them for a 

Elaything ; it was at that time about three months old. 
Fnderstanding better how to tease the poor creature than 
to feed it, and soon becoming weary of their charge, 
they readily consented that their father, who saw it pin- 
ing and growing leaner every day, should oflfer it to my 
acceptance. I was willing enough to take the prisoner 
mider my protection, perceiving that in the management 
of such an animal, and in the attempt to tame it, I 
should And just that sort of employment which my case 
required. It was soon known among the neighbours that 
1 was pleased with the present ; and the consequence 
was, that in a short time I had &9 many leverets offered to 
me as vrould have stocked a paddock. I undertook the 
care of three, which it is necessary that I should here dig- 
ttnguish by the names I gave them— Puss, TIney, and 
Bess. Notwithstanding the two feminine appellatives, I 
must inform you that they were all males. Immediately 
commendng carpenter, T built them houses to sleep in, 
each had a separate apartment, so contrived, that their 
odour would pass through the bottom of it ; an earthen 
pan placed under each received whatsoever fell, which 
being duly emptied and washed, they were thus kept 
perfectly sweet and clean. In the day-time they had the 
range of a hall, and at night eaeh to his own bed, never 
intruding into that of another. 

Puss grew presently familiar, would leap into my lap, 
raise himself upon his hinder feet, and bite the hair flrom 
my temples. He would suffer me to take him up, and to 
earry him al>ont in my arms, and has more than one« 
bllenfast asleep aj^oa wj Vcaa. "ftjtxi^a^^fiL^ftBBWfc^a^ 
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daring vrhich time I nursed him, kept him ap^ from hii 
fellows, that they might not molest him, (for, like mnj 
other wild animals, they persecute <me of their own spedes 
that is sick), and by constant care, and trying bim with 
a variety of herbs, restored him to perfect health. No 
creature could be more grateful than my patient after Ua 
recovery ; a sentiment which he most significantly ex* 
pressed by licking my hand, first the back of it, ttoi tiie 

Salm, then every finger separately, then between aU the 
ngers, as if anxious to leave no part of it unsalated: • 
ceremony which he never performed but onoe again npoo 
a similar occasion. Finding him extremely tractable, I 
made it my custom to cany him always after breakfut 
into the guxlen, where he hid himself generally under tiie 
leaves of a cucumber vine, sleeping or chewing the cod 
till evening ; in the leaves also ot that viue he foond • 
favourite repast. I had not long habituated him tottaSe 
state of liberty, before he begran to be impatient for tiie 
return of the time when he.roight ei^joy it. He woold in- 
vite me to the garden by drumming upon my knee, and 
by a look of such expression, as it was not possl^ to 
misinterpret. If tliis rhetoric did not immediately sue* 
ceed, he would take the skirt of my coat between tate 
teeth and pull at it with all his force. Thus Puss might 
be said to be perfectly tamed, the shyness of his nature 
was done away, and on the whole it was visible, by bumy 
symptoms, which I have not room to enumerate, that he 
was happier in human society, than when shut np wttta 
his natural companions. 

Not so Tiney: upon him the kindest treatment had not 

the least effect. He too was sick, and in tiis sickness had 

an equal share of my attention ; but if, after his recovexy, 

I took the liberty to stroke him he would grant, strike 

with his fore feet, spring forward, and bite. He was bow- 

ever very entertaining in his way ; even his surliness was 

matter of mirth ; and in his play be preserved such an air 

of gravity, and performed his feats with such a solemuHj 

of manner, that in him too I had an agreeable companion. 

Bess, who died soon after he wasfcdl grown, and whose 

death was occasioned by his being turned into his box, 

which had been washed^ while it was yet damp, was a bare 

of great humour and drollery. Puss was tamed by gentle 

usage } llney was not to be tocme^i «.\.«&2l\ «eu1 Bess had 

a coarkge and confidence tYval n\aA«t&m. \»xsa tEutDk vti^ 

hcginnine. I always aAmiUeA l\xcTtv vR^iJJBw^^iwftn^ 

Buppcr, whew, the barpctolKoT<yirvs\Xx«ate«X».tKw.>w3A, 
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would frisk, andboand and playa thoasand gambols, 
hiefa Bens, being: remarkably strong: and fearless, was 
lyi superior to the rest, and proved himself the Vcs- 
sf the party. One evening: the cat, being in the room, 
ttie hardiness to pat Bess upon the cheek, an indig- 
which he resented by drumming upon her back wi^ 
I vi(dence, that the cat was happy to escape from under 
Miwt, and hide herself. 

lescribe these animals as having each a character of 
>wn. Such tliey were in fact, and their countenances 
) ao expressive of that character, that when I looked 
on the face of either, I immediately knew which it 
. It is sidd that a shepherd, however numerous his 
c, toon becomes so familiar with their features, that 
ao, by that indication only, distinguish each fh>m all 
rest, and yet, to a common observer, the difference is 
ily perceptible. I doubt not that the same discnmi- 
3n in the cast of countenances would be discoverable 
ares, and am persuaded that among a thousand of 
1, no two could be found exactly similar : a circum- 
ce little suspected by those who have not bad an op- 
unity to observe it. These creatures have a singular 
city in discovering the minutest alteration that is 
e in the place to which they are accustomed, and in- 
tly apply their nose to the examination of a new ob- 
A small hole being burnt in the carpet, it was 
ded with a patch, and that patch in a moment under- 
t the strictest scrutiny. They seem too to be veiy 
h directed by the smell in the choice of their favourites ; 
ome persons, though they saw them daily, they could 
ir be reconciled, and would even scream when they 
mpted to touch them ; but a miller coming in engaged 
r affections at once ; his powdered coat had claims 
were inresistible. It is no wonder that my intimate 
laintance with these specimens of the kind has taught 
x> hold the sportsman's amusement in abhorrence } 
ttle knows what amiable creatures he persecutes, of 
t pratitnde they are capable, how cheerful they are in 
r spirits, what ei\}oyments they have of life, and that 
ressed as they seem with a peculiar dread of man, it is 
' because man gives them peculiar cause for it. 
lat I may not be tedious, I will just give a short sum* 
f of those articles of diet that suit tViem V»e«X. 
mkeit to be a, general opinion fbattYvc^ ^«aA,>QiVj^>S. 
erroneous one, at least grass is uott\ieVt%\»\^fc *» ^^ 
rtither to use it medicinally, soou <v\)i*XJ«v^ vt v« 



vvffvtablei, opcdkllT tlw lu 



auppKal hWi R. 



every cveiLlug In clicir cbacnbcn, for tber Med eaJj at 
cvtiiiDC and iu Ibe iilcht -. iLuring tbe winter, «ta<B Tit»- 

vHh fthredi at can^ AddLoe to It (he rind of apiflefl cot 
extieoflT thin ; lor inough tfacf *jc fond of tbe putan 
the apple iticif <U>);uiits Uicm. These kotrenr not betaii 
a totUcient subatil.rte for the Jslce of tuninerbeilie,tlkqr 
must at this time be enpplied wilh water ■ bat lo placed 
that theycBDnot ovenet It tn their beda. laiuMaotoniK 
that occaniDnallr thej are much pleased with twl^ of 
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ptthy between dogr and hare, but the pursuit of the one 
occasions the flight of the other, and the dog pursues be- 
cause he is trahied to it ; they eat bread at the same time 
out of the same hand, and are in all respects sociableand 
friendly. 

I should not do complete justice to my sutjject, did I 
not add, that they have no ill scent belonging to them, 
that they arc indefatigably nice hi keeping tiiemselves 
dean, for wliich purpose nature has furnished them with 
a Ivusta under each foot; and that they are never iniested 
by any vemiin. 

May 28, irs4. 

Jftmoratidum found among 3Ir Covjper't papert, 

Tuei^day, March 9, 1786. 

nils day died poor Puss, aged eleven years clcvoi months. 
Gto died between twelve and one at noon, of mere old age, 
•nd apparently without pain. 
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